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ADVERTISEMENT. 



Jmrs. Gilbert^ the Lady whose memory it is intended 
to perpettiate in the following Poem^ was a most amiable 
and accomplished woman. Mild^ piouSy charitable^ and 
humanCy sJie wa^ particularly favoured by Providence in 
the possession of affivLcnce^ which enabled her to render 
the practice of those virtues more extensively useful. She 
was also eminently fortunate in her matrimonial connec- 
tions ; she had seen much of tJie worlds and had enjoyed 
either the acquaintance or correspondence of several of the 
vnost distinguished persons who have appeared during the 
^^^^ fifty years. Her memory was unimpaired^ and^ as she 
retained all the vigour of her youthful intellect ^ her con- 
versation was peculiarly agreeable and interesting. 

If any person should suppose that some parts of the 
Poem have received a high colouring, let him recoU 
lecty that some indulgence is due to the admiration of a 
writer and the regret of a friend. 

I did not intefid, originally , to have written more than 
a hundred verses ; but the heart was fully and the subject 



IV 

o 

was copiouSy and as the thoughts flowed in rapidly ^ I de- 
termined to work up the whole into a regular Poem. On 
reconsideration^ I have thought proper to divide the subject 
into Eight Cantos. 

The Title has been suggested hy the Triumphs of 
Petrarch^ to ivhom I am indebted for the imitation of 
several passages. In a moral and religious Poem it is to 
be expected that Scriptural allusions should often occur. 

It is not common to use the elegiac stanza for long 
poemsy but there is no measure that is so appropriate to 
solemn and melancholy subjects. Dryden was so fully 
convinced of its beauty ^ tJiat he used it in his Annus 

MiRABiLis. It is the metre which approaches nearest to 
the TERZETTi of Pctrarch, and like him I have endea- 
voured to make the sound of the numbers correspond with 
the sense. 

The Poem was finished before last Midsummer; but 
unexpected delays have prevented its publication till the 
present moment. No pains have been spared to revise^ 
correct y change^ addy and improve ; andy if some weak 
Unes have still escaped^ it is owing to that vmperfectum^ 
from which no human composition can be free. 



EDWARD DURELL. 



Bodmin, Nov. 26, 1818. 
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TO THE MOST NOBLE, 



The Dowager Marchioness of Bute^ 



AT NAPLES. 



I. 

O Thou still nobler than thy Titled Name, 
And more exalted by a gen'rous soul, 

That deems affliction of that higher claim, 

O er which oblivion neither steals, nor stole ; 

Tho' regions rise between, and oceans roll, 

Thy breast at Naples has not less been wrung. 

With sorrow's pleasing yet severe controul : 

To Thee, whose anguish is as deep and strong. 

As that which harrows me, I dedicate my sojfG. 



• • • 



Vlll 



II. 

Accept these numbers, tho' it sorely vex, 

To rouse those recollections, which yet smart. 

For One the boast and honour of her sex. • 

Oh ! may'st Thou take a more than common part 

In my descriptions, which, devoid of art. 

Spring from the soft indulgence of my woe. 

When in the fulness of the bursting heart, 

I find at ev'ry verse the subject grow, 

« 

Nor can restrain my thoughts in their spontaneous flow. 



III. 

Perchance, responsive to my pious strains, 
The bosom of some gentle maiden heaves. 
Who, yielding to the overwhelming pains 
Of fondest friendship, now intensely grieves. 
What is so sweet as Beauty, that relieves 
Her melancholy with the frequent sigh f 
What pleases more, than when her face receives 
That mild attraction firom the streaming eye. 
That interests us with its melting sympathy ? 



IX 



IV. 

Another, struggling with himself, conceals 
The pang that s^onises him, and thinks 
There is no suif 'ring like the wound he feels. 
His languid mind from all exertion shrinks, 
. Benumb'd with grief, dejection deeply sinks 
On his pale looks, desponding is his tone. 
His recollections form but broken links. 
His hands support his head, and ev'ry groan. 
And thought, is unconsol'd, o'er which he broods alone. 



V. 

When time, hereafter, shall with lenient pow'r, 
And resignation dry the filing tear ; 
May'st Thou still think on Gilbert's social hour, 
Her winning graces, and her eyes so fair ! 
Thi^ let the picture that I draw be near ; 
And while Thou view'st the image it displays, 
May'st Thou her virtues with my Unes c mpare, 
Till sighs renew'd shall echo to her praise. 
And tears approve the truth of my" lamenting laysv 



VI. 

When often glancing at the azure deep, 
While the bright evening throws its shadowy forms, 
Where curling eddies on the surface sweep, 
And the light breeze of sportive Zephyr charms, 
While meditation reigns and rapture warms : 
May'st Thou, fair Albion's Daughter, Noble Bute, 
Be like those scenes, and free from inward storms, 
That blunt the mind, when grief is most acute. 
Dwell on these strains, that with thy pensive sadness suit. 



VII. 

The cloudless sky is of the deepest blue. 
And the sun brightens with those Southern beams, 
Such as the sons of Britain never knew. 
Where dart so faintly his obliquer gleams. 
Hence how enchanting Naples' prospect seems, 
To those who know her not ! yet she deserves 
No admiration for her wide extremes 
From cowardice to fellest rage, which nerves 
The Bandit fierce, who from his purpose never swerves. 



XI 



VIII. 

How smiles Vesuvius on its cultur'd slopes, 
Ere roll the thunders in its quaking ground ! 
But how its caverns the eruption opes, 
And scatters streams of fiery ruin round ! 
There myrtles bloom, and citron groves abound, 
While clust'ring vines their ripening grapes display. 
And evVy finit of warmer climes is found. 
These were the scenes of Tasso's earliest lay, 
And Sannazaro thence o'erlook'd that glassy Bay. 



IX. 

Compar'd to these, how dreary are the swamps. 
When one first journeys o'er a Cornish Moor, 
Where all is bleak, and Desolation stamps 
Her savage features on a land so poor ! 
Yet Cornwall has its favour'd spots in store. 
Where groves as green as those of Eden smile ; 
Mount Edgcumbe, rising from the naval shore, 
Restormel, Glynn, Boconnoc, Roseland's soil. 
And Michael's holy Mount that crowns its rocky Isle. 



Xll 



IX. 

The hardy natives ply the fisher's gain, 
Or dare the storm the mariner to save ; 
And some dig nnder ground the cupreous vein. 
Or draw tin grains from the loose sand they lave. 
Yet Cornwall ovras the polish'd, learn'd, and brave 
Lo ! £xmouth thunders on barbarian shores. 
And Painting weeps on Opie's early grave ; 
Sarcastic Wolcott spreads his witty stores, 
And Rashleigh^ studies plants and Menabilly's ores. 



XI. 

But Davy loves the bare granitic height. 
And tracing min rals in the shelving mine. 
He ascertains them, while he brings to light 
The hidden pow'rs that form them and combine. 
Or separate them, and their use define. 
Ev'n strangers, who had never known before 
This Land of Metals, curiously incline 
Beneath the guidance of his chemic lore. 
To trace out Nature in her geologic store. 



%vinmp\f of ©lb age* 



AN ELEGIAC POEM. 



CANTO I. 



Natural Decay and Death. 



The night is silent and invites to rest. 
In meet obUyion of diurnal cares, 

Which soothes the labours of the weary breast^ 
Renews the spirits and the strength repairs. 





The toils are clos'd which fiU'd the busy day, 
And ev'ry noisy scene is hush'd around ; 

Save only where the wand'rer on his way, 
Turns at the light to catch some distant sound 



TRIUMPH OF Canto i, 



'Tis raiu, 'tis darkness, and the hour is ten, 
And who is there that longs not to repose I 

To snatch a respite from the paths of men, 
And cease to view their follies and their woes ? 



While I rejoice another day is past, 

And that its troubling tasks I knew to brave, 
In peaceful slumbers while I sink at last, 

Tis but an awful emblem of the grave. 



The grave ! — ^to many 'tis with terror fraught, 
Who bade defiance to the will of Heav'n, 

Who roU'd in vice supine, or never thought 
To practise duties to their being giv'n. 



The grave ! — ^it brings unutterable fear 

To those who conquer not its awful pow'r ; 

Whom not a hope relieves in their despair, 
And God forsakes at their departing hour, i 



'Tis like the evening of a day ill-spent. 
On which the bad are fearful to reflect ; 

Who find no slumbers come to bosoms rent 
With conscious folly, and with base neglect. 



Canto i. OLD AGE. 5 



Who yields to justice his detested breath, 

When the foul murd'rer's blood for blood is spilt ? 

Who shrinks with horror from the hour of death, 2 
Convuls'd with anguish at the sight ? Tis guilt. 



Who views it calmly and without dismay, 
And can ev'n perish in a righteous cause, 

Without one murmur or desire to stay ? 
'Tis he who trusts in God's mysterious laws. 



The grave ! — and 'tis a thought that best beseems, 
The hours that bring me leisure from my toil, 

When I sit pond'ring by the paly gleams 
Shot from the faint, and half-extinguish'd oil. 



'Tis time for sad reflection now to wake, 
And view the scene of last eventful morn ; ^ 

To shed the tears of nature, for whose sake 
This day was joyless to the heart forlorn. 



For, Dearest Lady, from thy sinking frame 
Last morn thy chaste and holy spirit fled ; 

Th' etherial spark is gone up whence it came ; ^ 
Thy breathless corpse shall moulder with the dead 



6 TRIUMPH OF Canto !• 



But here the grave is not with terrors rife, 
'Tis weary nature gains a kind release, 

The gentle closing of a virtuous life, 
The blissfiil earnest of eternal pfeace. 



Tis but the path assigned for all that live, 
And which in certain hope the Christian treads ; 

The flesh's struggle, which the good survive, 

And crowns with vict'ry, since to God it leads. ^ 



Such was the op'ning of the grave for thee ; 

It had no terrors for a soul like thine ; 
It set thy spirit from its prison free, 

And rais'd it from the human to divine. 



Not with more joy the captive leaves behind ^ 
The dire encumbrance of his clanking chain, 
Than when the Christian, long to flesh confin'd, 
. Knows he is firee, and that to die, is gain. "^ 



Thou hast obtain'd that blessing ; yet these eyes 
Bespeak the bursting anguish of the soul, 

While this torn bl^om heaves with frequent sighs, 
And reason yields to nature's soft controuL 



CAmro 1. OLD AGE* 



Is there who feels not, or would blush to own ] 
Be mine that weaker sympathy that glows 

With unavailing sorrow ;— 'tis alone 

The last sad tribute that a friend bestows. 



These pious tears, — 'tis these the past renew, 
And tell how much a weeping world has lost : 

That ever fix thee in our steady view, 

In death, as when alive, still honour'd most. 



These tears despise the philosophic pride, 
That lets its sorrows in the heart congeal, 

Which I would not for worlds suppress or hide, 
For I am grateful, and as man I feel. ^ 



Tho\ now exalted to a brighter sphere^ 
The righteous know 'tis folly to deplore. 

They feel indulgence for the falling tear, 
Such as they shed themselves in life before. 



^ like us they cherish'd the endearing tie, 

And fear'd the pangs of each repeated wound ; 
They loudly wept, they heav'd the fruitless sigh, 
And spread the voice of drooping mourning roundi 



8 TRIUMPH OF Canto i. 



*Till time console us, these regrets receive ; 

For that endearing pity has been thine, 
Which over friends departed knew to grieve, 

With an affliction not less keen than mine. 



For never yet, within the female form, 
A milder spirit, or sincerer dwelt ; 

O'er scenes of woe with gen'rous pity warm. 
While others were unmov'd, the first to melt, 



Tho' manly sense and converse were thine own, 
With all the graces of a female breast, 

Tho' leam'd, yet scarcely wishing to be known, 
Still in thy tears th^ woman stood confest. 



'Tis pleasing grief when it allays our pain. 
While with a mild, not unresign'd, complaint, 

In slowly flowing elegiac strain 
1 mourn the woman, but revere the saint. 



Oh ! what a rapture for the mind, tt) dwell 
Oif bright examples of departed worth ! 

To have admir'd thee living, and to tell 
In plaintive numbers thy career on earth. 



Cakto I. OU> AGE* 



While at the heart the genial current flows, ^ 
And mind still conscious of itself remains, 

Tho' tears subside, yet dear remembrance knows 
Its former fiiendship, and the sense retains. 



Long as this hand«can trace a measured line, lo 

Or votive accents tremble on my tongue, 
Oh ! let me ne'er the moving thought resign, 
^ But be thou still the subject of my song. 



'Tis not a strain to adulation paid. 

The venal homage of some courtly muse. 

That seeks advancement from the grief displayed, 
In base subservience to its worldly views. 



That, in the moment of a nation's pain, 
Bewails disasters it would not regard, 

Had they befallen one, whose humbler train 
Could only thank the poet, not reward. 



Tho' this is prudence, let it not inspire 
The verse, tho' humble, that proceeds from me ; 

'Tis love, tis admiration, wakes the lyre 
To bring this oiTring of my praise to thee^ 



10 TRIUMPH OF Canto i. 



Yet, tho' ignoble motives I disdain, 
Think not I feel no intVest in my lays ; 

For what a greater meed can poet gain, 
Than that his numbers flow in virtue's praise ? 



For oh ! to mem'ry 'tis a pleasing thought, 
Tho' lost the blessing, that I once was blest, 

When, joining in the social hour, I sought 
To hear the wisdom from thy lips exprest. 



'Tis praise, when verse associates with a name 
More than ennobled by unspotted worth, 

Which gains that honour titles seldoln claim, 
And ow'd to self, what others owe to birth. 



For 'tis as nothing, tho' thy husband draw 
From Raleigh's patriot fount his gentle blood ; ' * 

For what's a hero's glory but a straw, 

Compar'd to praises gain'd by being good I 



Each future Gilbert, when he views his line. 
Shall cling with fond attachment to the name, 

Proud that by wedlock it was render'd thine. 
And grew illustrious by thy virtuous fame. " 



Canto i. 



OLD AGE. 11 



When such a being leaves this earthly scene, 
We hope as Christians, tho' as men we mourn ; 

A heav'nly prospect smiles around serene, 
And faith consoling leaves us not forlorn. 



While unperceiv'd the moments steal away, 
And nature wastes its vigour, not repairs, 

It ^inks exhausted by a slow decay, 
Beneath the pressure of revolving years. 



Short is the period, tho' protracted late, 
Which Heav'n in mercy has assigned to man^ 

To wander in this transitory state, 
Within the circle of his little span. ^^ 



Nor can the longest age with time compare ; 

'Tis but the gath'ring of a falling fruit ; 
A boon in its attainment hard and rare, ^^ 

And yet not worth the labour of pursuit. 



'Twas thine, Dear Woman, to extend thy days 
Near to the limits of the farthest space ; i^ 

Then fall of age, of goodness, and of praise, 
To close the labours of thy godly race. 



IL 
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By slow approaches can^ the £sital stroke, 
In all the listless languor of decay ; 

While nature, ceasing in its functions, broke 
The vital system of thy breathing clay. 



The tide of life had long begun to ebb, 
Which, in its shatter'd constitution worn, 

Was like a garment thread-bare in its webb, *s 
With here one part, and there another torn. 



TTwas failing nature's signal of retreat ; — 
The weaken'd organs that refus'd their food. 

The pulse that faintly and more faintly beat. 
And froze the stagnant current of the blood. ' 



In vain affection fondly had recourse 
To all the med'cines of the healing art ; 

Disease increased, and baffled each resource. 
While friendship wept as science did her part, 



Tho' hope still flatter'd only to deceive. 
Yet quick relapses ev'ry hope forbade ; 

Still, to the last, our ardent wishes cleave 
To som# short respite for the form decay 'd. 



Cakto I. OLl> AGE* 13 



Weak as a helpless child in prostrate strength, 
And life precarious as the slightest thread, 

Those fond desires are yet resign'd at length, 
And each returning morn expects thee dead. 



Another morn, another still succeeds. 

And life bums dimly through another day. — 

How slow the death to which exhaustion leads, 
When former temp'rance joins to its delay ! 



With all the looks of undissembled woe. 
Oh ! how it harrow'd each lamenting friend. 

Who trembled as he ask'd, yet wish'd to know, 
If the last night was conscious of thine end. 



** Tell, is the saint, the woman, yet alive ? 

" Is there not hope while life still tarries here ? 
** Might she not yet to partial health revive, 

" And still adorn awhile this nether sphere? 



**Is there no pain, no struggle of disease ? 

"Is it but nature sinking to repose? 
" Does her departure mark that placid ease, 

" That from the hope of heav'nly mercy flows ? 



14 TRIUMPH OF 



Canto j, 



^* Oh ! snatch'd too early from our longing eyes ! 

"Whom once we honour d, but now lost, deplore; 
" A virtuous woman prematurely dies, 

" Tho' hoary age is verging on fourscore." 



These were the sounds on ev'ry neighbour's tongue ; 

This the misfortune that was felt by all ; 
These were the griefs of an admiring throng ; 

And these the tears afflicted friends let fall. 



'Tis ours the loss, while sorrowing here on earth> 
We lose as much as nature ever gave ; 

Tis thine th' eternal meed of spotless worth ; 
'Tis thine to die and triumph o'er the grave. 



The vigour of the intellectual spark. 

That shed such lustre on thy brighter days, 

Is still itself, and presses to the mark ^^ 
Of its high calling, while the frame decays. 



Thou knew'st no pangs of terror to depart ; 

Thou sought'st for peace whence only peace is found ; 
For grace abundant heals the broken heart, ^'^ 

And de^th arrives without the sting to wound. 
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When prying conscience hover'd oer the past, 
It found no sins throughout the long review. 

That marr'd thy prospects, or a shadow cast. 
Beyond the foibles that from frailty grew. 



Hence strong in faith, meek, patient, and resign'd. 

The soul already in thyself rejoic'd. 
That, burst the bonds which held it here confin'd, 

'T would rise on seraph wings to be with Christ, i* 



These are the means to smoothe a dying bed, 
The milder triumph of the Christian soul ; 
And this the struggle that inspires no dread, 
* While faith supports him to the utmost goal. 



And who is there 'mid those whom duty calls. 
To watch a fellow being's closing hour. 

But owns the Giant Terror least appals. 
Where steady faith exerts religious powV ? 



Tho' fools neglect, and sceptics may deride, 
While death is yet m distant prospect shown^ 

^Tis only faith can fill the mighty void. 
And make its v^lue to the dymg known^ 
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Who ever knew the sceptic die in peace, 
Whom not a hope enlivens in his end ? 

Who doubts and fears his being shall not cease, 
But meet th' avenging God he dar'd offend. 



And, sceptred Fred'ric, who would die like thee, 
For all the splendour of thy regal state ? 

Or change the humble life and low degree, 
For such a trifle as the name of great ? 



What can compensate for a soul thus lost? *^ 
Not all the glory that ambition gains ; 

Not all the treasures of the world engrost ; 
'Not all the annies of thy wide domains. 



The soul is lost, — ^the monarch must resign 
All worldly pomp like unregarded toys. — 

Not so, Blest Woman, is a death like thine. 
That yields up life for Heav'n's immortal prize. 



Tho' Fred'ric own'd like thee the vig'rous mind. 
And ev'n in age retain d the piercing eye, ^^ 

Ob ! what avail'd it if the soul was blind, 
And only knew its gift? to misapply ? 
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At a like age, and thro' the same decay 21 
Of sinking nature, you resign'd your breath ; 

Your lives as difF'rent as your closing day, 

Who would not wish to die the woman's death t 



No cheering hopes of happier state consol'd 
The Prussian Monarch, and no mercy beam'd 

Conviction on his spirit, to unfold 

And ward the vengeance of his God blasphem'd, 



The boasted lore of philosophic pride. 

When wanted most, how little it achieves ! 

All his regrets, to earthly views apply'd, 
Prove his attachment to the life he leaves^ 



A realm enlarg'd by violence and fraud, 
And half a cent'ry spent in war's alarms, 

Each injur'd neighbour or subdu'd or aw'd^ 
And thinn'd for generations by his arms j 

The thousands to the field of slaughter ledj 

And Poland's wailings mix'd with deadly hate ;- 

All rise to make us loathe his dying bed, 
And fear the dangers of a sceptic's fate. 

c 
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AV hoe'er admires the patriot and the brave, 

Who cheer'd his Poles with freedom's parting gleam. 

Would rather muse o'er Kosciusko's grave, ^3 
Where roars the dashing of some Alpine stream : 



Than visit w^here the proudly sculptur'd stone 
Appears still breathing, and inspires with gloom ; 

Where Friendship and Ambition, all alone, 
Conversed of chivalry at Fred'ric's tomb. 



Tho' at the midnight hour, there monarchs stood, 
Heav'n look'd with vengeance on the impious oath 

Sworn o er the conq'ror's ashes, and with blood 
And desolation scourg'd the realms of both : 



The Prussian fled from Jena's fatal. field, 

And lurid flames from Moscow's walls arose, 

'Till both confessed at Leipsic, as they kneel'd. 
The God of Armies bad dispers'd their foes. 



But, oh ! Dear Woman, what a pleasing scene 
Of comfort smiles around thy drooping head ! 

A soul rejecting ev'ry thought terrene. 
And fix'd on Him, who suffer'd and who bled, 
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Those heav'nly pleasures, that shall never fade, 
Thou see'st already with that clearer ken, 

Which, while their eyes are darken'd with the shade 
Terrestial, is deny'd in health to men. 23 



Thy sleep had foUow'd on a restless night, 
And not a sigh distuyb'd thy failing breath, 

For 'twas ev'n doubtful to the ear and sight, 
How long sleep l^i^ted ere it clog'd in death, 24 



So few thy foibles, and so pure thy ways, 
In all the duties God and nature gave. 

That life, protracted to a length of days, 
Was like ^ preparation for the grave. 



Hence, from the prospect of thy bright career ^^ 
With mingled scorn and pity I look down 

Upon the hero's madness, who could dare 
To lose so much for conquests and a crown, 



Oh ! may I then avoid this dangVous shoal, 
That would ingulph me in its moving sand ; 

And let me sail on steady to the goal. 

Where rest is certain, in the promis'd land^ 



so 
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tor, while I stay in life's contracted span, 
Frown'd on by fortune, and unknown to fame^ 

Let me, since God reveals himself to man, 
Make Christian faith and goodness all my aim. 
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^'^JTRiEp loves that weeping, whose indulgence brings ^ 

Delicious pleasure to the feeling soul, 
To ease the anguish of the sharpest stings, 

And calm our tumults with its soft controuL 



For tears, delightful as the pearly dew, 
That decks the verdure of the rising morn, 

Mingle w^ith fancy, and restore to view 
Those lovely images which death has torn. 
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Who would forego a pleasure thus deriv'd, 
And let his heart in apathy congeal ? 

Who would of warm emotions be depriv'd, 
And s\ked no tears, — because he could not feel } 



And who is there of those who cannot weep, 
When feeling strongly in the lab'ring breast, 

But owns the wound is more severe and deep, 
Whose pang is left to rankle when supprest ? 

For there are some whom scenes of death have steeVd| 

Or are perhaps too fearful to reflect ; 
They have no feelings, or they are couceaFd, 

That they may boast of manlier intellect. 

Nor less mistaken in their plan are those 
That fly from sense, and labour to forget, 

As if a dull oblivion of their woes, 
Were better than the solace of regret. 



I grant 'tis unavailing ; yet I love 

The weakness, not asham'd to shed a tear, 
And call the aid of memory, to rove 

O'er scenes now vanish'd, but for ever de?tr^ 
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Tis this inspires the elegiac strain, 

And bids the friend perform the poet's part ; 

'Tis this aifords me, vigour to complain, 
And smoqthes thd verse vv^hen coming from the heart. 



• ■ 
It needs not to invoke the fabled Nine, 

(For solemn truth, not fiction, guides my pen,) 

To tell of virtue, which, almost divine, 

Befliected lustre on the paths of men. 



These lines, unfeigned, and only what they seem. 
Dwell fondly on the praises of the dead ; 

For when tfiou. Lady, art the copious theme, 
Tho' much is written, more remain^ unsai^, 



Think not that friendship makes my reason blind^^ 
Or that my nuipbers will admit.no proof, 

When recollections now refer the mind 
fo pcenes beneath thy hospitable roof, 



But what avails it, since the pensive though^ 

Derives affliction from the present view ? 
And ev'ry object seems as strangely fraught 
' With something that imparts a sombre hue*. 
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What if I see thee in that fav'rite room, - 
Where oft I heard thy converse with delight ? 

The spot has lost attraction, and its gloom 
Serves only to disturb the aching sight. 



That empty chair was once thy fav 'rite chair, 
That comer too, the comer that was lov'd ; 

This chair, when friends were ask'd to draw it near. 
Was the sure signal they were most approved. 



The chair was sacred, and for them alone. 
In which to sit unbidden had been iTide, 

And something like a coldness had been shown. 
To one who would unthinkingly intrude. 



That lengthen d sofa in a trim so neat, 

Tho' vacant now, to friendship was apply'd. 

When younger fav ntes took the bidden seat. 
And each was closely plac'd on either side. 



The sprightly glances would then quickly rolU 
As turning round on this and then on that. 

While speech disclosed the rapture of the soul,- 
Ah me I can I forget who thus have sat ? 
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This table toO) when thou would st sit to think, 
Was that selected upon which to lean ; 

These pens, now idle, then employ'd the ink, 
And that had use, tho' now an useless screen. 



All, all recals thee as I look airound> 

And stand as waiting 'till thou ope the door ; 

I listen as to catch the pleasing sound, 
And evVy footstep but deludes the more. 



^Tis like a dream that makes me to forget, 
That thou hast left us, and thy race is run ; 

Or to suspend a moment my regret. 

That the most virtuous of her sex is gone. 



The view is painful to a heart that knows 

To hold its friendships, tho' the grave is clos'd 1 

It tears anew the wound of bleeding woes, 
And 'tis in vain that comfort is propos'd. 



Yet for oblivion I would not exchange 

The nat'ral picture which remembrance brings { 

The grief is coupled with a pleasure strange^ 
That gives a value td these trifling things. 
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Still let me not the moving strain prolong. 
That sorely touches on this taider part ; 

For 'tis digressive from this pious song. 
That tells the praises of thy high desert ; 



Which, mix'd and soften d with each winning grace^ 
Adom'd the friend, the woman, and the wife, 

\Vhom as my faithful pencil would retrace, 
Its colours are too faint, tho* drawn from life. 



And yet the picture glows ; for those who knew 
And those, to whom thy virtues were; unknowp, 

Will listen to my song, because 'tis true. 
And join their admiration with my own. 



Thou didst precede me in the vale of years, 
Thy features to another date belong ; 

And ev'ry mark of beauty disappears, 
That once adorn'd thee, lovely, fair, and yoiing. 



For fifty summers have their circling past. 

Since youth adom'd thee with each blooming grace : 

And 'tis but lately, that by for'iine cast 
On western climes, I view'd those vn-ecks of face^ 
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The old loquacious never fail to tell 

Of beauties which their generation saw; 

'Tis their delight on distant years to dwell, 
And shed a brightness on the tints they draAV* 



Their recollections only can supply 

The beautous image of thy youthful form ; 

They can behold it with the mental eye, 
And with Platonic rapture still grow warm. ^ 



The grace of action and of shape were thine, 
And ev'ry feature chasten'd and refin'd, 

The lily hand, the breast of snow ; — all shine 
As pleasing as thy animated mind. 



No lovelier female caught the youthful sights 
With a more sprightly face or quicker glance, 

When, mix*d with equals on the festive night, 
She led the mazes of the wuiding daiice. 



But Svhat is beauty Bave a trifling boon, 
When join'd to other gifts of higher jHice t 

' It blossoms only but to wither soon, 
And' may belong to virtue or to vice* 
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The charms of person only serve to feast 

The low-born passion, fann'd by sensual fire : 

Thou wert so gifted, beauty was the least 
That gain'd esteem, or soften'd to desire. 



Small is its worth but to the humbler fair, 
Who cannot claim the soul's superior charms. 

Whose dress is study'd, pleasing all their care, 
To win some friv'lous lover to their arms. 



Tho' softer graces deck'd thy early prime. 

That good avails not which so soon must fade ; 
When the possessor, from the wrecks of time, 

Claims but the relics of a form decay 'd. 



Time is impartial in its course, nor spares 
The shape of cottage maid, nor titled rank ; 

Those charms are wasted which no art repairs, 
'Tis only virtue th^t can fill the blank. 



That was the secret, when advancing age 
Remov'd those graces that were thine before^ 

That made thee not less able to engage 
Attention, tbo' that beauty was no more. 
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The animation that was all thine own> ^ 
The soft complacence of a manner mild ; 

The quicken'd motion, aad the easy tone, 
That spoke so gently, and as sweetly smil'd ; 



That pleasing something that awoke esteem. 
And made amends for loss of youthful grace, 

Would ever, as by strange enchantmelit, seem 
To yield expressive beauty to thy face. 



This is the potest spell which virtue gives. 
To triunaph o'er the pale and wither'd cheek ; 

That female fascination which survives, 

When sickness threatens with a gen'ral wreck. 



Thy gentle manners had been bom to please, 
For they compensate for thy beauty lost ; 

Lovely m age, and patient in disease, 

That was the period they engag'd ug most. 



Thine was the radiance of those darting eyes, ^ 
That cast around the penetrating glance ; 

Or, like a flash of lightning seem'd to rise, 
And strike spectators in admiring trance 
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And I M'ho saw them, how can I forget 

The animated glances I admir'd ? 
Or coldly hide that tribute of regret, 

Which love has claim'd, and merit has inspired t 



Such was their brightness, that they seem'd to prove^ 
By sweet illusion, . that the face was young. 

And could still nourish sentiments of love, 
Which time and nature had forbidden long. 



The eye is but an index of the soul. 

To point the vigour and the reach of thought ; 
And never did than thine a finer roll, 

Tho' to the height of poet's frenzy wrought, ^ 



Those eyes, undimm'd in lustre, grew not weak, 
When life could scarcely hope another day; 

But, now and then, a sprightly glance would breaks 
And for an instant fire the worn-out clay. 



Those piercing eyes, before whose vivid glow 
The sons of folly dar'd not walk abroad^ 

As if made conscious, that thy glance would know 
The hidden vices which thy presence aw'd. 
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Would condescend to throw a gentler light, 
And sweetly beam good nature, soft and mild, 

Which gave such confidence, as would invite 
The bashful with its ease, or charm a child. 



Oft have I gaz'd upon the evening star, 

That shot such radiance, yet so mildly shone, 

That all the orbs, in each ethereal sphere, 

Were hid and darken'd thro' the light of one : 



Then have I thought how quickly I was struck. 
When, at first sight, thy kindness beam'd on me ; 

Tho' other fair were present, who could look 
Oh any other not eclips'd by thee ] 



And never were on me but glances cast 

Of warmest friendship. — But what anguish tore 

This bosom, when I saw them for the last; 

And knew, that I should see them here no more ! 



As when on summer eve the sun declines. 
Nor longer blazes in the glare of noon, 

'Tis then that most refi*eshing as it shines, 

The languid firame revives, and hails the boon. 
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*Twas thus that on the threshold of the tomb, 
Thine eyes still beam'd, and I admiring view'd 

That chasten'd elegance of dying bloom, » 
Which conscience gives the aged and the good. 

Death has extinguished them, and clos'd, and cold, 
They cannot now impart one friendly gleam ; 

Yet, tho' they crumble into common mold. 
Their orbs still live in sorrow and esteem, 



And are then vanished those unequalVd eyes^ 
Within their sockets never more to roll ? 

Ah no ! there's hope that whispers, — they shall rise, 
And be immortal as the deathless soul. 



That grief is impious^ when a friend is lost, ^ 
That broods on its affliction and desponds ; 

For 'tis the Christian's undeceiving boast. 
That he shall burst triumphant ifrom his bonds. 



Not She the loveliest of her sex among, 
For ev'ry virtue^ ev'ry grace renown'd, 

Had eyes more sparkling^ tho* in Tuscan song ^^ 
With wreaths immortal by her Petrarch crowned ; 
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Laura, tvhose eyes that brillislnt lustre ^hed. 
For twenty summers seen and lov'd in vain, 

And ev'n for twenty Summers more, when dead,* 
Sung by her lovef in Platonic strain, ^i 



^ho' noiir I labour in these pious lays, 

To tell the brightness that was cast from thine," 

And cannot like a Petrarch yield thenr praise. 
In numbers artless and unfam'd like mine : 



Yet still undarken'd to my mentkl view. 

In friendship and in song they shall not fail; 

But be as Iksting as the paths he knev^r, 
And Sorga ttiurm'ring thro' Vaucluse'si vale; 



Not with more ardour did Alfieri climb j 12 

To quaff the drops from Sorga's mountain stream§> 

And hail'd that cottage, which, resisting time> 
Tho' lowly, still invited poetic thenies ; 



4 «* 

Or scal'd the rocks^ or wander'd on the heath. 
Or sought the shelter of each darkening wood. 

Where Petrarch rov'd, as he was wont to breathe 
His love-lorn plaint in vrildest solitude : 
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Than I shall hail that path thy footsteps trod, 
While ling'ring often on the self-same walk, 

To mark the spot, where on the verdant sod, 
When something serious came, we stopt and talk'd ; 



Or \iew the mansion, tho' with brimfal eyes. 
And thence derive that melancholy joy, 

Which dwells on thee with fondness, while I pri^ 
Each little incident and trifling toy. 



Tliere blooms a plant, these western regions boast. 
Of rare occurrence, that concealment loves ; 

I/ong sought by botanists, who deem'd it lost, 
'Till known to flom'ish in Comubian groves. 



'Tis that Ligusticumf that ne'er was found 
In other parts of Britain's favour'd Isle, ^^ 

But owns Comubia for its native ground, 
And draws luxuriance from congenial soiL 



Thyself the honour of these western skies, 
The plant imagin'd lost, because so rare, 

The lov'd Cornubian plant, the virtuous prize. 
And folly, tho' reluctant, must revere. 
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Modest and shrinking from the public view, 
Like that Ligusticuniy when fully blown : 

Thine was the worth that mortals seldom knew, 
The bright example to thy country shown. 



The plant is but an emblem, and a meet 

Resemblance of that captivating fair, 
Whose like I saw not, 'till my wand'ring feet, 

Thro' searching weary, found the treasure here. ^^ 



And could I fail to seek that emblem now, 
Tho' I may boast of no botanic skill ? 

Or why should I not listen, where, and how, 
It may be found upon the woodland hill ? 



'Tis by thy writing I was lately told. 
When as thy learned relative was led, 

To find, it growing on unbroken mold, 
Upon its shaded slope and native bed. 



'Twas thus directed to a kindred soil, 

I found its jagged leaves and slender shoot, 

And caught with transport, like a precious spoiU 
The tap'ring length of its perennial root. 
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Oh, let me keep it ! and its wither'd stem 
Shall emblematic turn the thought to thee 5 

And let me scorn, should apathy condenm 
This as a weakness that became not me. 



Preserv'd in pages of the margined book, 

It will be like a locket in a ring. 
Which as I open oft with eager look. 

Will soothe with pleasure, and with sorrow wring. 



And may the keeping of its treasur d leaves 
Solace affliction, like this pensive strain, 

That coming from this bosom, as it grieves^ 
Allays, by giving utterance to pain ! 
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The wintry chillness of the northern Mast, 
That swept the surface of the dreary ^ound; 

Or lock'd the powVs of vegetation fast, 
And made a lifeless scene of nature rotmd ; 



Yields to the influence of the genial spring, 
That comes with milder and more fruitful gales, ^. 

Those harbingers of life, which quickly bring 
Renewing verdure to the frozen vales. 
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The days are longer, and the gradual heat 
Protrudes from ev'ry tree the swelling gems, 

And plants, long shelter'd in their dark retreat, 
Promise their blossoms, and erect their stems, 



The primrose rises on the sunny bank, 
And modest vi'lets, deep in purple hue. 

Creep in a spot so shaded and so dank. 
That half their blossoms are conceal'd from view. 



The snoMT^drop, winter's sole and fav'rite child. 
Has wither'd in its rugged parent's lap, 

And other flow'rs, the cuUur'd and the wild. 
Relax the current of the stagnant sap. 



The tulip glows Mrith colours, that surpass 
The brilliant tints in gems or min'rals found J 

The whit'ning daisy spreads among the grass. 
And blue-bells vary the uncultur'd ground. 



But iivhy, sweet childten of the vernal mom, 
When ev'ry tree is bursting into leaf, 

And all proclaims the season's gay return, 
Whence does arise this unexpected grief ? 
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Is there no fragrance from your blossom shed 1 
Is there no colour to engage the sight ? 

Js there no admiration, when yon spread 
Your texture, finely wov'n and exquisite ? 



Is it because you are devoid of charms ? 

Or i3 this breast thro* want of feeling, cold, 
To o\^ no pleasure, when all nature warms 

With life the produce of the pregnant mold | 



Ah no ! I love the kind returning spring, 
And hail the falling of prolific showVs ; 

]5ut why does bleeding mem'ry pluck p. sting, 
That mars the beauty of ^he op'ning flow'rs ? 



Ah ! they jure not thro' reasoning pow'rs unblest \ 
They live the tenants of the gay parterre ; 

Nqr blasting cares, nor sorrows can molest 
The vegetation of their short career. 



Think not, when nature has so sweetly sn^Fd^ 
This heart were callous to receive delight ; 

'Tis like a longing; disappointed child, 
Whose sorrow rises, which the flow'rs excite. 
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That Flow'r is faded, that so lonji: was seen 
To show the colours of its lovely form; 

'Tis vanish'd from among the margin'd green, 
And, unlike you, has- sunk beneath the storm. 



That FlowV is faded, which your beds among. 
Sweeter than primrose, or than vi'let blue. 

Its bloom as fragrant, and its tints as strong, 
Eclips'd you all, and fix'd th' admiring view. 



Can I in absence of that matchless FlowV, 
Examine coolly each increasing stalk ? 

Can I again enjoy the vacant hour, 
And pace it round this now deserted walk ? ^ 



Son of the forest ! that with gJant pride 
Here rising singly, seemest Lord of all 

Amid the humbler shrubs on either side, 
Thy day shall come, O Ash, and thou shalt fall. 



Yet since thy crashing is so long delay'd, 

Well might man envy, if the thing were worth ; 

For many a race, that saunter'd in thy shade, 
Has ris'n in turn, and vanish'd from the earth. 
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Thyself the Flow'r that was so fully blown, 
For thee, Dear Lady, is the picture draMTi ; 

Thyself the sweetest fragrance ever known, 
To deck the margin of thy grassy lawn. . 



This spot, how favour d ! whose unruffled calm 
Seems as exempted from the tempest's rage, 

And fitted but for peace, to shed the balm 
Of tranquil leisure on declining age : 



When fortune gives sufficient, and the mind 
Has not those fears of future want to heed, 

Which press the harder on the old, who find 
That they must struggle for the morrow's need. 



'Tis then that contemplation, ever new. 
Lets not the bosom stagnate in repose ; 

But, from each object that occurs to view,- 
'Tis more expanded as reflection grows. 



Thus would'st thou watch the seasons, to behold 
The soil enrich'd with blossoms not its own, 

Pleas'd, 'mid the charms of nature to grow old. 
And in retirement, be not yet unknown. 
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Ah me ! tho' April and the spring succeed 
To Stormy winter, can the season please ? 

Since that same April makes my bosom bleeds 
To feee tUee fall the victim of disease. 



Tho' vilets here in wild profusion blow, 
And roses open to the vernal show'r, 

Does not their bloom excite the tide of woe, 
And seem to tell me of my wither'd Flow'r? 



The flow'rs shall yearly deck returning springs 
Thy faded Flow r shall flourish here no more j 

The lark shall soat again on rapftur'd wing. 
But the lov'd converse of thy tongue is o'er. 



How can I walk along that glaSdy p6nd, 
Admire the scene, or raise my weeping eyes ? 

Or of the winding of that path be fond, 
Which lately bore thy passii^ obsequies? 2 



The tears I pour are from affecftion shed, 
That venial weakness of the feeling breast, 

Which pays its tribute to the sainted dead. 
When they are gather'd in the tomb to rest. 
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This little gush of unavailing woe, 

Is all surviving friendship evei* gave ; 
^Tis all a widow 'd husband can bestow, 

When moist'ning with those drops his consort's graven 



From painful changes and from time releas'd. 
The gain is certain to the good that sleep : 

*Tis selfish to lament the friend deceas'd. 
Who loses nothing that might make us weep« 



Tho' grief is selfisbi when the loss accrues 
To the surviving only, not to those 

Who are departed^ yet who would refuse, 
Or blame indulgence of such selfish woes? 



Yes ! I lament thee^ Lady ; for what heart 
Had less of imperfection's base alloy ? 

Or whose the spirit fitter to depart 
From its abode, to reap eternal joy ? 



Hence, while this bosom checks its heaving" sighs^ 
Soothed by the v^ice of elegiac Muse, 

It holds thy virtues to admiring eyes, 
Dwells on the past, and all thy lifg reviews^ 
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For none had ever less from prying ken 
Of malice, or officious friends, to fear ; 

A lamp that sham'd, and that enlightened men, ^ 
And shone the brighter as inspected near. 



Tho' the benign expression of thy face. 

And eyes that sparkled, have adorn'd my theme. 

These, when compar'd to the enchanting grace 
Of intellectual charms, as nothing seem. 



« 

Thine was that vivid soul, that inly glow'd 
With talents borrow'd from celestial fire ; 

Those gifts but seldom, and on few bestow'd, 
To which the humbler mind must ne'er aspire. 



The pious culture of thy early youth, * 
Had added vigour to the native mind, 

And while it led to learning and to truth, 
Its softer polish made it more refin'd. 



Perhaps not deeply vers'd in classic lore. 
Which females need but seldom in this age. 

Thou knew'st not, like a Carter, to explore 
The varying precepts of each Grecian Sage. 
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For tho' the stores of Greek or Roman tongue, 
Employ'd but little of thy studious days, 

Yet Tasso warm'd thee with heroic song, 
And his Aminta sooth'd with past'ral lays. 



And who, delighted with the tragic scene, 
Regrets the models of the Attic art 

Are lock'd from his researches, when Racine 
Expands the workings of th* afflicted heart ? 



Thine was the style that never tires, and flows 
In unafiected language of the heart; 

And when th* exhausted subject seem'd to close. 
The letter still had something to impart. 



Thine was the active penetration, leam'd 

By length of years, and by experience bought ; 

That needing but a moment's glance, discem'd 
The deep recesses of the human thought. 



•Twas thine, when others* thoughts were most conceaFd, 
To seize what inadvertence would let fall ; 

And when their projects were at length reveaPd, 
Thy own discernment had long known them alL 
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A mind thus stor*d with strong and manly sense, 
That towYd so high above the vulgar crew. 

What charms of converse must it not dispense ! 
How deep the observations which it threw I 



And never yet did sprightly female shine, 
To more advantage in her social hour. 

Conceal, yet practise greater skill than thine, 
To fix the hearer by attractive powV. 



Thine was the polished and accomplished ease, 

Taught by the world, and knowledge of mankind. 

Disdaining flatf ry, yet inclined to please. 
Thro* happy medium of a prudent mind. 



Thy wit so lively, innocently gay. 

Had scom'd to utter what gave pain to hear. 
Nor lost a friend, a sally to display, 

Nor ever was, except on vice, severe. 



How pleasant were those social moments spent, 
A favour'd circle of thy friends among. 

Who paid their homage, and attentive lent 
An ear of rapture to thy flowing tongue ! 



( 
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The glowing features and the moving head, 
And lustrous eyes that cast the rapid glance ; 

The smile good-natur'd, mix*d with what was said, 
And tempei'd with enchanting elegance ; 



The chasten d manner, neither stiff, nor cold. 
That still with love and admiration warms ;- 

All, all, is undiscovered to be old. 
Lost in illusion of the mental charms. 



How oft have I, when gazing on thy jface, 

I saw thee smile, and heard thee sweetly speak, 

Fancy'd thou wast still handsome, tho' each trace 
Of former bloom had withered on thy cheek ! 



These were the graces that eclips'd the young, 
And triumph'd o'er the freshness of fifteen, 

When tho' surrounded by a fairer throng, 
The eye was fasten'd to thy winning mien. 



There are but few arrive at Jengthetfd years ; 

But fewer still retain the youthfal mind. 
Whom added life nor roughens nor impairs, 

But renders cheerfal and to God resign'd. 
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That precious blessing was for thee in store, 

For which the young and virtuous well might pray ; 

For Heav'n's indulgence cannot grant us more, 
Than mind not sympathising with decay. 



Yet still I deem it much in human powV, 
To lessen dotage, or, perhaps, prevent : 

For those whom age or their diseases sour, 
Are wretched while they utter discontent. * 



But while they blame whatever the young approve. 
Or envy pleasures which they cannot taste. 

And seem imwilling to conciliate love, 

The» mental remnant quickly runs to waste. 



'Tis among those, that weakened pow'rs are found. 
Whom want of feeling makes morose and cold ; 

Who grieve the more when all is smiling round. 
Talk of the past, and murmur they are old. 



Hence dotage comes but seldom on the good, 
Who look complacent to their closing scene, 

Whose wayward passions only are subdued. 
And mind is render d but the more serene. 
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'Tis thus that long before the hour of rest, 
There are who feel a heavy slumber creep ; 

While some at ease, nor with fatigue opprest, 
Retain their senses till they fall asleep. « 



As temp'rance only, in our youthful days, * 
Can hold the body to its utmost length : 

So, where uo fierce nor evil passion sways. 
The aged mind. retains its pristine strength. 



Tis peace within. — ^The harp is nicely strung. 
And not the least discordance in the strain ; 

Heince it will last the longer, and prolong 
Its melting, cadence o'er and o'er again. 



'Tis war within. — Change, change the jarring strings^ 
And fret, 'tis still but a harsh grating sound ; 

His skill is useless, the musician flings 

Dashing the lyre, and breaks it on the ground. 



And, Lady, thus thy gentle mind was stor d 
With mild. affections, which would make it last ; 

No fretful passions strain'd its slender cord, 
Dreaded the. future, or bewail'fl the past. 
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Thy mind retain'd the vigour of its prime, 
Nor was it tainted by the frame diseased, 

Which smik beneath the gath'ring hand of time ; 
But' rather by the mind that frame was eas'd. 



Thus Plato wrote, and reasoned at fourscore. 
And Cato study'd still his country's good ; 

Thus Newton's love of science was not o'er, 
And Mason's numbers glow'd with gratitude: ^ 



Blest with these gifts from nature, and improv'd 
By ev'ry winning art that can engage, 

Thou hadst that fascination that w^as lov'd 
Thro' ev'ry period of life's varying stage. 



Hence they, whom talents and whom worth have raised. 

To shine among the worthies of our land, 
Sought to know one, whose merit justly prais'd, 
* Gained an ascendant they could not withstand. 



Thus by thy modest sense and sweetetfd smile, 
Johnson was conquer'd, and became less stem ; ^ 

And Hunter, weary of his surgic toil, 
Found in thy converge he had much to learn^ 
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Thine too to listen to the nautic Gierke, 
In years thy equal, how cold oceans roll 

Their billows huge, which Cook's adventVous bark 
Stemm'd, as he dar'd apprQ9.cb the Southern Pole* 



When Grenville came, exhausted with debate, 
That at Boconnoc he might be alone, 

He woiild forget the low intrigues of state. 
To hail a mind as vigorous as his own. 



Of lively maimers, and thro' Courts refin'd, 
Whence men are won, are moulded, and are led. 

The noble Basset,, open, libVal,. kind, 

Esteem'd thee living, and laments thee dead. . 



Exalted friendships, such as these, attest, 
That She, who had acquired them, must have h^en 

Bom to excel, and with that something blest. 
That suits each period of life's shifting scene. 



Thy cheerful temper and* thy ready wit. 

Were still the virtues that could most attract, 

When all adinir*d how in convenience fit, 
One could so sprightly talk, so' gravely act. 
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For thou couldst blend extremes with secret art, 
The sad, the gay, the serious, and the smile, 

And act so nicely that distinguish'd part. 
Which was consistent still, tho' versatile. 



Ev'n I and others too have lov*d to mark 
That talent, mixing with a heart so kind. 

As struck with wonder, like th' electric spark. 
At such a rare and highly gifted mind. 



Sprightly and ever cheerful, it allow'd 

Nor age, nor sickness, to disturb its calm ; 

Mild to the last, nor darkened by a cloud 
Of fretful weakness, it still bore the palm. 



Thy pleasing voice imparted more delight 
Thai| that of shepherds front mellifluous pipe, 

When clos'd their labours with the failing light, 
Fair Autumn tells them th^t her fruit is ripe. 



Thy genVous temper was that ripen'd fruit. 
That still improv'd as nearest to decay, 

And made thee worthy of the fond pursuit, 
And admiration of the young and gay. 
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Thy fondness was the same for them, and none 
Lov'd to associate oft'ner with the young, 

Join'd in their feelings, or tho' youth was gone, 
Appeared more sprightly 'mid a lively throng. 



Arid I have seen thee tending on the old, 

Forget thy weakened frame and lengthened term. 

Brisk as a maid, whose charms but just unfold. 
Waits on her grandsire aged and infirm. 



— But cease, O Labour, of the midnight strain, « 
When nature's slumbers o'er my eye-lids creep, 

Nor let me from th' indulgent sweet refrain. 
That hushes ev'ry care and toil in sleep. 



Oh ! may I thus, when comes th' appointed time, 
In strength of manhood, or to age delay'd. 

As easy as I close this humble rhyme, , 
Die in the slumbers of a form decayed! ^ 



Without one terror sharpen'd by remorse. 
That ever looks, yet fears to look behind ; 

Without a wish to lengthen more my course ; 
Without a doubt the promis'd hopes to find. 



V 



X 

Crittm^lb of ©Or 9im. 



AN ELEGIAC POEM. 



CANTO IV. 



Moral and Religious Virtues. 



Tis pleasant coolness, when the day declines^ 
To sit on grassy upland, and to view 

The sun retiring, as it mildly shines. 

Till comes the chillness of the falling dew. 



'Tis then a transport for the eye, to mark 
The warbler soaring in the blue profound ; 

'Till lost in distance, and unseen the lark. 
Her track is pointed only by the sound. 
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And yet there's rapture, that is sweeter far 
Than notes melodious of a tuneful bird, 

That softly glides, and, fixing on the ear. 
When deaf to other raptures, can be heard. 



That sound is PraisCy whose mildly soothing voice 
Makes deep impressions on the human heart, 

'Till it approve its influence, and rejoice 
To feel its charms of more than magic art. 



So sweet its whispers are, that ev'n the wise 
Are those who seek it, and who love it most ; 

'Tis this their labours and their thoughts employs. 
Or mars them all, when either miss'd or lost. 



When so much goodness, Lady, was thine own. 
Praise was the meed to which it firmly clung; 

For never can be virtue better known. 
Than when commended in a fiiendly song. 



I too, tho' lowly in the Muse's train. 

Have not less yielded to its soothing pow'r ; 

'Tis this gives inspiration to my strain. 

And now supports me at this lonesome hour. 
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'Tis the first passion of the youthful mind, 
That leads its ardour up the high ascent ; 

To disappointment 'tis the last resign'd, 

And long remains, when other hopes are spent. 



1 



'Tis this lov'd passion that assists to slirive 

Against a struggling world, and fortune's fi-own ; 

That coming, bids despondence to revive, 
And lifts the head that sorrow has cast down. 



'Tis this, recurring at thy loss, that cheers, 

With hope of praise, this bosom that woulA droop ; 

And, when I leave at length my daily c^res, 
It chases far their melancholy group. 



'Tis this consoles me, while this moving verse 
Proclaims thy praises and my fond regard ; 

That, from the number that I now rehearse. 
Some slender portion may be my reward. 



Ev'n while these lines in soothing cadence, grieve 
O'er the remembrance of departed worth, 

Couldst Thou approve them still! — (and some believe, ' 
That Spirits still may know the things on earth.) 
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Oh ! how it would exalt this friendly lyre. 
To pour out all the torrent of the soul ! 

Oh ! how it would infuse poetic fire, 
And make this eye in finest firenzy roll ! 



And can there live, so heartless and so cold, 
Who blame afi vanity this darling theme ? 

Who hear not, or despise, when praise is told. 
Nor think it better than an empty dream ? 



No ! let me cherish still the love of praise, 
Tho' some may call it frailty ; for it feeds 
The genVous spark not yet extinct, and lays 

■ 

Foundation that shall rise to virtuous deeds. 



The Muses are delightful, and I knew 
Them glide within this bosom firom a boy ; 

For often from my playmates I withdrew. 
That verses might my leisure hours employ. 



Amid the cares and studies of my youth, 
Tho' interrupted, they were ne'er forgot ; 

And, when invok'd, they have not fail'd to sooth. 
Thro' ev'ry change, of station, and of spot. 



« 
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I turn to thee ; — for reas'ning cannot take 
A brighter model, or a more correct ; 

For where did e'er the gen'rous passion make 
A longer stay, producing more effect ? 



Nor is it wond'rous that thy spotless breast, 
When thus distinguished, caught the sacred flame ; 

Pursu'd that passion still, and lov'd it best. 
And clung thro' life to this unceasing aim. 



Forgive the candour in these lines avow'd ! — 
For tho* thy fondness had been clearly shown. 

It was for what belongs not to the crowd ; 
For 'tis in chosen soils the plant is grown. 



There are who blame it ; but I deem them weak^ 

And only guided by fanatic zeal, 
Who still of man*s unworthy nature speak, 

And how 'tis sinful one's own praise to feeL 



And some there are, who scorn its gentlest meed, 
Because their souls are sunken to the brute, 

And callous but to vice ; — and who can heed. 
When such revilers blame a dear pursuit I 
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Yes I that lov'd passion sooth'd tby list'ning ear, 

Tho' clos'd to adulation^s vile pretence; 
It made th* admirer's friendship doubly dear, 

Who prais'd thy worth, thy converse, and thy sense. 



How did it not encourage and enlarge 
Thy motives to acquire it by thy life I 

Which was all spent in goodness, to discharge 
The duties of the woman, friend, and wife 1 



'Tis to that passion that, perhaps, we owe 
The high example which my lays imfold ; 2 

For virtue, if unprais'd, would often grow. 
If not extinguish'd, yet remiss and cold. 



— But why should thus a length of reasoning swell 
The Muse's off 'ring at thy sacred shrine? 

Oh ! rather let these evening numbers tell, 
And prove this virtue and this praise were thine. 



Nor grace of person, nor the sprightly eye. 
Nor mental vigour now adorn my theme ; 

But virtues, such as angels own on high. 
And draw from men the tribute of esteem. 
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The oharms for which I lately wove my wreath^ 
Are earthly, and on earth alone avail ; 

They yield no solace to the hour of death, 
And sink again to nothing in the scale. 



'Twas thus thy childhood had been watch'd and taugbty 
That it might prize and seek the better part ; ^ 

The fear of God was fix'd in ev*ry thought, 
And His love deeply graven in thy heart •^ 



How blest is he, who in his early youth. 
Is not unhinged in what he should believe t 

But forms those habits that adhere to truth. 
When luring sophists talk but to deceive. 



Hence thy conviction, that the good of man^ 
Is but to know his Maker and adore ; 

And that, while moving in this little span. 
He but prepares for joys for evermore. 



How sweetly pleasing were thy moments past, 
In mild communion of a holy pray'r! 

When meditation held each feeling fast, 
And Peav'n alone was worthy of thy care I 
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TheD earth receding from thy ardent sight, 
Thou seem'd'st already in the realms of love, 

To draw effulgence from Eternal Light, 
Revere Perfection, and v^ith Seraphs move. 



How vast the contemplation ! how sublime ! 

How small and trifling are all earthly things ! 
Oh ! what a triumph over sense and time ! 

What comfort, and what peace, religion brings ! 



*Twas like confinement, to be here below. 

To one whose warm devotion soared to Heav'n, 

That she might hail Him, whence all blessings flow, 
Who smoothes the rough, and makes the crooked ev'n. 



'Tis thus the pious reach a lengthened date, 
And daily set on life a lower price. 

When, more than disentangled from this state. 
Their only longing is for Paradise. 



Tho' such emotions fir'd thy glowing soul. 

Yet still it formed no visionary view. 
The Christian's reason held a firm controul. 

And cherished hopes, because those hopes are true. 
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Thus when his earthly course was nearljr run, 
Porteus, the Champion of the Christian name. 

With holy raptures view'd " the glorious sun '* * 
Illumine brightly, as it nearer came. 



Thou soughfst for more than that quiescent faith, 
That never calls the Christian virtues forth ; 

But, in abstraction lost, forgets the path. 
Where duty claims performance, here on earth. 



Thou knew'st that talents should be ne'^r enjoyed. 
But for Grod's glory and example's sake ; 

How great th^ madness is, when misapply'd, 
Nor less the error no return to make ! 



But as to wealth, 'tis but a treasure lent, 
To try the temper of the soul within^ 

And when 'tis hoarded, or as idly spent. 
It draws the vengeance due to crying sin. 



While duty prompted to relieve the poor. 
And from thine own abundance to impart 

The lib'ral aid ; it only strengthen'd more 
The native feelings of thy tender hearts 



V 
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*Twas thine to hear the wailings of distress, • 
But op thy threshold never heard in vaiu ; 

For oh ! the ecstacy, the pow'r to bless 
The sick, the old, the feeble, in their pain ! 



Where want and sickness bow'd the drooping head, 
And lorn despondence only wish'd its end, 

'Twas thine to speed the succour to its bed. 
And show the friendless, he had still a friend. 



Twas thine to help the hungry in their need, 
To clothe the naked and reclaim his youth, 

Or teach his straying footsteps to proceed 
In paths of duty, and of Christian truth. 



Thiufs too that nobler charity of mind. 

The friend's, the woman's sympathetic glow j 

The balm, that pain and sickness rarely find ; 
The soothing solace gold can ne'e* bestow. 



Was there a breast domestic losses -wrung. 
That seem'd as if admitting no relief? 

*Twas then thy gentle, and religious tongue, 
Spoke with the voice of comfort to his grief. 
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And who is there that has not felt some pang, 
Which pity, tho' it takes not, yet allays ? 

And who is there that knows, what yet oiay liang 
Suspended o'er the remnant of his days ? 



Was there a gloom by disappointment cast, 
(And I have felt, and felt, its bajffling powV ;) 

While memVy dwelt and murmur d at the past ?- 
Then what a pleasure was thy aocial hour ! 



To hear thee tell the race is not vet o'er. 
And that, at best, 'tis impious to repine, 

Was like conviction to this breast so sore. 
And made it calm, and almost pure as thine. 



Yet there has been another I have met. 
And only One, to cheer me on my way, 

To whom, in troubles, I incurr'd a debt. 
Which gratitude itself can scarce repay. 



Oh ! let no critic, with contracted brow. 
Blame this digression from my saddening plaint ; 

For could he feel, as memVy feels it now, 
H^ would excuse the feelings that I paint. 
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Valpy, my countr}anan, and more than friend, ^ 
Thou art that ofte recorded in these lines, 

On whom may choicest blessings e'er attend, 
Pure as this chaplet which the Muse entwines ! 



For when my adverse fortune frown'd in wrath, 
And sorrows rankled deeply in the heart ; 

While toils and perils had beset my path. 

And bittVest disappointments seem'd to thwart 



J felt thy mild and gen'rous pity sooth. 
When sad depression and despair began ; 

Or listen'd to thy converse, how to smooth 
By courage, and endure all like a man. 



Great in thyself thou needest not repine, 

That mitred honours have not been bestow'd; 

Or that the wit, the scholar, and divine. 
Has toil'd so long in life's laborious road. 



" 'Tis better to deserve and miss reward, 
" Than undeserving that reward to gain." * 

Thus from experience sung the Lusian bard, 
And fam'd Cervantes bled and wrote in vain, t 
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Thus Hooker '* ate his bread in privacy/' ^ 
And Paley died neglected in the North ; 

While Mason too, far from the public eye, 
Found hot the meed of talents and of worth. 



Why am I thus along the torrent borne, 

Far from the subject of my mournful strains. 

In overflowing thoughts, that seem to spurn 
The frjgid rules die critic's art contains ? 



Still, Lady, let me from digression cease ;-!— 
Thy soft deportment, and thy manners bland, 

JBeseem'd that bosom, whose angelic peace 

Sprung from forbearance, and from self-command. 



'Tis thought that those who spread a prosp'rous sail. 
And never ifieet a tempest, are thence grown 

More selfish, if not callous too, and fail 
To melt o'er evils they have never known : 



As if it were, that none but sailors, know 

To pity sailors tost about the main ; 
Or that none feel so well for others' woe, 

« 

As those who have, tiburo' changes, suffered pain. 
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Ah ! no such error harbour'd in thy heart, 
Which would have clouded all thy happy days 

With such a censure, as would take a part 

Ev*n from those virtues which had claim to praise. 



Thy affluent fortune had but soften'd thee, 
To learn, and feel more strongly for distress, 

And, from the fulness of enjoyment, see 
The whole privation to be favoured less. 



Active and clear in reas'ning, as if try'd 
In long misfortunes, thou would'st oft suggest 

The means to struggle with th' opposing tide, 
And how to be more tranquil, if not blest. 



Thine too that mind, so humble, and so meek, 
That tndy great, was lowly in thine eyes. 

Which knew that man is weakest of the weak. 
And has no merit but what Heav'n supplies. 



Not ev'n the beggar, whom distress had led, 
A wretched suppliant, begging at thy door 

The scanty morsel of his daily bread. 
Was in his own opinion humbled more. 
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Thine too that dignity that struck with awe. 
And clieck'd intrusive converse from the low ; 

'Twas thine the nice distinctive mark to draw. 
How each should still his proper station know« 



Thine was that soul above the vulgar crowd, 
Which neither wealth nor intellect had spoiPd, 

A native grandeur, scorning to be proud, 
And not impair'd when humble as a child. 



Thine too, in union scarcely e'er combin'd, 
That knowledge which the learned fair neglects, 

Who deems it folly for a vig'rous mind, 
To do the plainer duties of her sex. 



Thou knew'st nd depth of learning is exempt. 
From what domestic life and maiiners claim ; 

And women meet but pity or contempt, 
Who miss these objects of their nature's aim. 9 



Thou couldst have practis'd them, however low, 
Had ruin come, where fortune us'd to smile ; 

Thy skill and patience would have eas'd the blow, 
And gain'd subsistence by a menial toil. 
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Thy morals, pure as tl^ose of pious Rowe, 
Or of the Hebrew of her tuneful page, 

Combin'd the sprightly graces of L' Enclos, 
Without the frailties blemishin^^r her ag-e. 



Thy life, with evVy grace and virtue fraught, 
What bright example did it not difiuse? 

To all around what moral lesson taught. 
What faults to fly from, and what paths to qhuse 1 



Thro* ev'ry part of thy protracted years. 
And all the duties that thou must fulfil. 

Thy light still shines conspicuous, and appears 
As from a beacon on the blazing hill. 



It showed the wandering footsteps of the young. 
How they might hope from folly to be free ; 

To fly th' infection of the giddy throng. 
And, pure in conduct, to resemble thee. 



Nor less th* example held to fretful age, 
How all are happy with a tranquil breast. 

When no reflections wound, no passions rage. 
And life's last period, is like heav'nly rest. 
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These, Lady, were thy blameless paths on earth, 
Whence Christians draw their glory and their praise ; 

And shall I not admire thy sainted worth, 
And still adorn it with my humble lays ? 



That admiration has been rudely torn. 

And days, thou hast enlivened, now are o'er ; 

While venerating grief is left to mourn, 
Thou art departed to be here no ijiore. 



Yes ! I admir'd thee thro* thy bright career. 
And strongly felt th* enthusiastic glow. 

Which shall preserve thy mem'ry ever dear. 
Till Heav'n recals me from my cares below. 



Yes ! I admir*d thee, and again admir'd. 
With all the homage of a fond respect, 

And ne'er conceal'd, the triumph was acquired 
By sparkling eyes, and youth of intellect. 



Nor these alone th' admiring bosom warm'd. 
When I beheld that noble end pursu'd, 

That still its task unceasingly perform'd. 
And prov'd thy life was only to do good. 



78 TRIUMPH OF Cajjto it. 



Can title or can rank with this compare ? 

Both, like a meteor thro' the darkness shot^ 
Glare on th' astonish'd sight, then disappear. 

As quickly as they came, and are forgot. 



Yes ! I admir'd thee, and this grateful verse, 
To friendship, and to veneration paid, 

I would not offer to the blazon*d hearse 
Of one whom rank exalts, but crimes degrade^ 



Ah no ! I would not, and if aught belong. 

That dignifies the poet and his lays, 
'Tis that I scorn a prostituted song. 

And deck thy shrine with truth's unvamish'd {Hraise. 



And if there's still in life an honest pride. 
Which virtue may not be asham'd to prize, 

There's no. reflection can be more enjoyM, 
Than approbation from the good and wise. 



Or if there's aught that can at length console. 
And rankling disappointments cease to fret, 

'Tis that, had I not known their dire controul 
That brought me hither, we had never met 
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When nervous pain and sickness urg*d my way, 
And life was cheerless, thro' the cumb'rous load, 

Thy converse jfirst beguil'd the tedious day. 
And sooth'd my sorrows in thy lov'd abode. 



For angry with the world, I cast a view 
Of misanthropic sadness, which could see 

But baseness, vice, and hatred, 'till I knew 
There was still virtue, since it liv'd in thee. 



Hence, reconcil'd to life and to mankind. 
All was forgotten, in the pleasing thought. 

That I was valu'd by thy gerfrous mind. 

Whose friendship honour d ; for it came unsought. 



Tho* I have suffered much, while fortune frowned 
Malignant aspect on each studious aim, 

When hopes returned but to inflict a wound, 
And deaden still the cherish'd love of fame ; 



Tho' far from native spot and jfriends remov'd, 
And recollections of my early time, 

Thro* life's unsettled progress I have rov'd, 
To seek a dwelling in this western clime : 
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I now can view the past without regret. 
Nor feel a remnant of resentment rage ; 

Can disappointments once so sore forget. 
And almost bless this distant pilgrimage. 



For while ambition ceases in this breast. 
And, far from honours, life's obscurely trod, 

I rightly deem its humble walk the best. 
To lead to contemplation and to God. 



While here I tarry, shall I dare repine ? 

'Tis but a soldier s quarters, not a home, 
'Till I shall reach that station, which like thine. 

Blest Spirit, is to last beyond the tomb. 



END OF CANTO IV. 



CANTO V. 



Criumpfi of ©lb 9ist. 



AN ELEGIAC POEM. 



CANTO V. 



Connubial Felicity^ 



Olgi ! how delightful, when the summer beams 
Of solar radiance gild the evening scene ! 

When not less luatrous than at mid-day, seems 
The glowing azure of a sky serene I 



But tho* the light extensively displays 
As distant prospects as at clearest noon, 

Twilight is looked for, and the feebler rays 
Announce the darkness, and shall vanish soon. 
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A life of goodness has a summer eve, 
And mind is vigVous as in early prime ; 

No cares impair it, no reflections grieve, 
To make it feel the ravages of time. ^ 



Yet life's departure is approaching fast ; 

Tho' strong its functions, it must soon decay, 
Till there be only left a corpse to viraste, 

And mind and thinking fly th* unconscious clay. 



But let not sceptics thence conclusions draw, 
The hopes deceive us promis'd from on high ; 

The v^restern sun must set, — 'tis nature's law. 

And 'tis the same, th' exhausted frame should die. 



But what an emblem to the good and wise ! 

The sun, that sets but only for a night. 
Seems to declare the virtuous dead shall rise, 

With souls more perfect, to eternal light. 



'Tis but last eve I saw the glowing sun, 
And now it rises on another mom : 

'Tis thus, when man's short smmy day is gone^ 
He sleeps in darkness ere he can return. 
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'Tis but a day. Dear Woman, since I haiPd 
Thy mind as vigorous as in youthftil bloom ; 

Nor can it be that hea^'nly spark has fail*d, 
Like aged spoils that moulder in the tomb. 



A soul that brighten'd as the frame decayed. 
Retires, but dies not, at its closing day ; 

^Till rising in immortal youth array*d, 

Its night shall pass, and mom revive its clay. 



Thy life was happy, and without alloy 

Of all those pangs less favoured mortals know ; 

Those sick'ning pangs ! that deaden ev'ry joy. 
And wean our fondness from the things below ! 



*Twas the bright sunshine of a summer day, 
That threw an even, long, unclouded light ; 

Not ev'n a showV obscur*d th' efiulgent ray, 
•Till came the evening, and it set in uighta 



As bright and smiling was the early mom, 
That on proud Austria's fairest daughter rose; 

But oh ! her noon of all its glories shorn. 
How was it darkened with excessive woes ! 
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Her soul still struggled in degraded rank. 
And nobly soar'd above her fall immense ; 

Unaw*d by terror and distress, she drank 
Affliction's cup, and triumphed over sens^ 



Tremendous day ! the loudly-rolling car,— 
Herself amid a taunting rabble led,— 

The mind unconquer*d, — the majestic air,~- 
The quivering lips, — the ghastly-bleeding head t 



Among an envious and unpitying world, 

No lengthened troubles wore thy graceful foftn ; 

Nor was destruction at thy prospects hurl'd, 
And thyself left to struggle with the storm. 



For life to most is but a hard campaign, « 
Where disappointment frets, and grief abounds ; 

Where after struggles, struggles yet remain. 
And ev'ry year is mark'd by recent wounds* 



Escaping thus the trials of the rest, 
Which are in poverty but felt the more, 

Thou hadst not only fortune^ but a breast 
Still more expanded than thy ample storq^ 
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And yet that fortune did not make thy boa^t ; 

For *tis but what it often giyes to knaves 4 
Thou wast once beauteous ; — ^but what soon is lost, 

None but the friVlous fair regrets or craves. 



Thy virtuous graces needed not the aid 
External honours and distinctions brin^ ; 

Nor showed, by grieving over charms decay'd. 
The vnther*d rose had only left its sting. 



The same thy virtues, tho' less known, had shin'dj 
If Heav'n had plac'd thee in the humblest lot; 

Thy soul and converse had been more refin'd, 
Than that of maiden spnjngfrom nan-ow cot» 



Tho' changes often come, and malice rave, 

And sufF 'rings bow the virtuous down to earth ; 

'^et still it happens on this side the grave, 

Heaven's temp'ral blessings smile on spotless v^ortb. 



Indulgent it bestow'd that highest prize, 

That kings and peasants seek, yet often miss; 

That crowns the summit of all earthly joys, 
With chaste communicm of comiubial bliss^ 
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The thoughtless vulgar yield to low desires^ 
And never rise above the dust they tread ; 

Whom neither love nor admiration fires. 
But sordid passions are by int'rest fed. 



On these the wedded curses needs must fall, 
That link still faster joyless slaves for life ; 

And hence the cup's infus'd vrith bitt'rest gall, 
The sullen husband^ and the faithless wife. 



Nor is it wond'rous in an age so base, 
With tempers fretful, or by vice misled, 

And ev'ry folly that reflects disgrace, 

So few are happy from the crowds that wed. 



Ah no ! Blest Spirit, thine that better aim, 
That yielding to the call of nature's voice, 

Sought neither riches, nor a titled name. 
But virtue in the husband of thy choice. 



^Tis only virtue gives that lasting charm. 

Which still endures when other charms decay; 

That makes the husband as the lover, warm, 
And evVy morning like the nuptial day. 
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'Tis this that recks not time, when youth is past. 
And gives new beauties to the withered bloom ; 

That renders love ev'n lovelier to the last, 

And stronger grow, when nearest to the tomb. 



Not such the source whence Eloisa drew 
Her warm description of unwedded love ; ^ 

Not such the wishes which from madness grew, 
Which timid vice half blushes to approve. 



Thine was the passion of the noblest kind, 
That scom'd the drosses of. each gross alloy. 

And pure in manners as in thoughts refin'd, 
Made sensual j^eld to intellectual joy. 



Thine too the friendship of the melting heart. 
That liv'd for one, and only one to please; 

That still exhausted ev*ry little art. 

To know his wishes and promote his ease. 



Thine were the humbler graces that attend 
To hold him fast, had he e'er wish'd to roam ; 

The mild affection that confirms the friend. 
And makes the husband fonder of his homeJ 
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Twas virtue's mutual blips that grew not old, 
Beneath the load of thirty years and more ; 
That from duration caught its firmest hold, 
* And ev*ry year seem'd happier thati before. 



How sweet to cast a retrospective glance, 
And own 'twas all a season of delight ! 

Or hope the lengthen'd race might still advance, 
When future prospects did not less invite ! 



Thine were the words that eas'd affliction's stroke, ^ 
If e'er thy husband felt its hard controul ; 

And thine the eye that glisten'd, as he spoke 
The inward tumults of the bursting soul. 



For ne*er he gave thee ev'n a moment's pain. 
Save when his bosom was with cares opprest, 

Which as he nobly strove to hide in vain, 

The wife perceiv'd them, and was thence diatrest; ' 



Ev*n when disease already brought thee low, 
Was there in him the slightest sickness known. 

It made thy sympathetic bosom glovi^, 
And in the pain he felt, forget its owji. 
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Oft has thy pillow been deprived of ease, 
Thro' fipv'rish Watching, or as chilling cold, 

When not one slumber sooth'd the slow disease, 
That wears the body, and destroys the old. 



Y^t then 'twas thine the merit, to conceal 

Thy frame was weaken'd thro* the loss of sleep ; 

For thou would'st be more wretched, should he feel 
Thy growing anguish, and it made him weep- 



But what a pleasure can compare to this, 
To share his calmer moments and his joys ! 

*Twas then the soul eiu'aptur d at his bliss, 
Shot brighter lustre from thy sparkling eyes* 



One only tie to earth your fondness fixt, 
Who not for self, but for the other liv'd ; 

And but one fear amid your joys was mixt, 
Lest who should be the partner that survived. 



If e'er a venial, timid pray !r arose, 
That shrunk from misVy in advancing life, 

Thine Avas that venial prayV, t' escape the woes 
Of sad survivor and of widow'd wife. 
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Heav'n heard th* aspirings of this last request^ 
And half indulgent, and half pitying gave, 

That thou should'st first, recalPd to peaceful rest, * 
Sleep in the cold embraces of the grave. 



Heav'n blest the union, and a race was nm 
Amid a scene of transports never cloy'd, 

That, lasting 'till the thread of life was spun, 
Left not one bliss of wedlock unenjoy'd. 



Heav'n blest the union with the lengthened space 
At which so few, 'mid thousands e*er arrive ; 

And as it look'd complacent on your race. 
It bade the summers rise to thirty-five. ^ 



Heav'n blest the union. — 'Twas not thine to weep 
A youthful consort from thy fondness torn ; 

But thine to close those aged eyes in sleep, 
Till they shall wake on life's reviving mom* 



Ah ! happier far than She whose vernal bloom. 
Death withered quickly with malignant frown, « 

Which, as it wrapt a nation's hopes in gloom, 
Tore from her grasp the husband and the crown. 
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And happier too than those of ancient days, 
The fair for beauty and for worth renown'd. 

Who, while they live embalm'd in poets* lays, 
Display to mem'ry still each bleeding wound, 



Ev'n She, the Laura of the Tuscan strain. 

Whose eyes once sparkled, and were bright as thine^ 

Whose shape, whose fingers, and whose looks remain^ 
Whose modest coyness still adorns the line ; 



Ah ! what had she those splendid gifts among. 
That could with thine for happiness compare ? 

Or what had she, tho* by a Petrarch sung, 
That might be envy'd by a British fair ? 



Twas hers to pine in sad and absent love, 
Or else to meet a moment, then to part ; 

Hence how much kinder did thy fortune prove. 
That gave th' enjoyment of a husband's heart ? 



When sinking nature drew the parting breath. 
Her Petrarch wander'd on a distant shore : '' 

That was the only pang embittered death, 
That each should see each other here no more. 
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Not such thy lot, when by thy dying bed, 
The husband sat lamenting, or would rise 

To prop the pillow of the drooping head. 
And with his presence cheer thy closing eyes. 



Nor was thy union like that of the fair, 

Whose eyes are glist'ning, and whose faded cheeks, 
Before their time, are furrow'd o'er with care. 

While sighs are utter'd from a heiart that bres^csu 



Her wishes were accomplish'd, and for life 

She was united to her lover's heart ; 
When from the soft endearments of the wife 
[is duty suipmons, and he must depart ! 



pf or yet was finish*d one revolving moon, 
When thus he left his wedlock for the clash 

Of arms and battles, where, alas ! too soon 
He fell beneath the brazen thimder's fla^h. 



Not all the honours of his early fall, 
Nor blood thus nobly for his country shed, 

Can soothe her feelings, or remove the gaH 
That bdS: succeeded to enjoyments fled. 
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Tho* still surviving, yet her soul is liiik'd 
To the remembrance of her soldier slain ; 

And as she dwells the more on hopes extinct, 
Her breast js but the more convuls'd with pain* 



Thy lot was happier too, than if thy name 
Engross'd the praises of admiring throngs ; 

For *tis not all a widow'd RusseFs fame, ^ 
That can compensate for her cruel wrongs. 



^ Oh ! thou would'st not have seen thy husband led 

like hers to slar^hter, for the poor exchange 
Of all her glory, when her patriot bled 
To glut a heartless tyrant's cold revenge. 



And would it not have made thy courage shrink, 
Hadst thou like her been in misfortune try'd ? 

And hadst exhausted all the deadly drink. 
That Heav'n mysterious to her lips apply'd I 



For tho' like thee she liv'd to lengthen'd years, 
Priz'd for her virtues by the good and leam'd ; 

Yet not like hers, thine eyes were worn with tears, 
Nor yet like hers, thy wounded bosom yeajrn'd. 
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Ev'ii tlio', perhaps, thy courage might have bome^ 
And resignation lent its holy pow'r ; 

Yet *twas not thine that bitter scene to mourn. 
That e'er recurring stung her latest hour. 



Pleas'd with the* fondness of thy mutual love, 
Thy husband cherish*d thy advancing age.— • 

Ah ! not such did her rended bosom prove, 
Which neither time nor honours could assuage. 



And who is there that would prefer her lot. 
And draw her glories from a tyrant's crimes. 

To calm retirement on a favoured spot, 

And only learn from books of stormy times ? 



Who would a model like her own afford. 

Purchased by sufferings crimson'd deep in blood, 

While waiting to rejoin her murder'd Lord, 

She vow*d a sad and ceaseless widowhood ? 

« 

For forty years she sorrowed o'er his urn. 
And bright'ning prospects but increased her gloom { 

For in the flovr'r of youth and beauty torn. 
She laid her children in her Russel's tomb. 
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If such, Blest Spirit, were thy wedded days, 
Their course unchequer'd, aad their bliss complete, 

Who but must wish the pleasure and the praise, 
To trace the vestige of thy sainted feet ? 



Lives there a man but feels his soul on fire, 
When viewing what on earth is bliss supreme, 

Taught on the wings of rapture to aspire. 
To chaste emotions ripen d to esteem 7 



There are unfiiendly to the wedded life, 

Who draw their notions from the vulgar crew, 

Whene'er the husband wretched, and the wife 
More wretched still, arrest their pitying view. 



Who can perceive the joyless victims grow. 
In feeling deaden'd, and in morals worse, 

While each is wishing t' other s death to know. 
And not infer that marriage is a curse ? 



The mind is injufd, when it dwells on these, 
Who make.it callous; for it grows deprav'd, ^ 

Till it rejects the charmer that would please, 
And fears affectiou like to be euslav d. 



\ 
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From these the contemplation turns to thee. — 
Oh ! how this bosom at the thought expands ! 

'Tis from the mist of former error free, 
And love in all its native beauty stands. 



Ennobling passion ! that was made to bless, 
Or blunt the sting of ev'ry earthly pain ! 

Tho' oft degraded, yet let truth confess, 
'Tis mortals that infuse the noxious bane. 



But where the warm and gen'rous passion glows. 
Tell, Lady ! how its pleasures never cloy ; 

For in what bosom chaster thoughts arose, 
That led to longer, or to purer joy ? 



Thy wedlock gave it an angelic cast, 
Some emanation from the realms above, 

Which as amends to men for sorrows past, 
Some Seraph brought from Heav'n, and calFd it love. 



Oh ! let the young revere its hallow'd flame, 
Wheii vice is smiling but to lead astray ; 

Oh ! let the old its lengthen'd powV proclaim. 
And bless the moment they first own'd its sway. 



* 
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/nd is there one whom gentler feeling warms^ 
But who, no slave to beauty, lives alone ; 

Whose caution is distrust of female charms, 
And gladdens that his heart is still his own? 



How would he feel, what never he has felt. 
Could he the image of thy virtues meet ! 

How soon dissembled apathy would melt^ 
And lay the lover humbled at her feet I 



Oh ! how enamour d of the beauteous soul. 
He would awake to rapture's ardent glow. 

And make his harp more vocal, to extol 
As much perfection as can live below ! 



Nor would he woo her from a lust of gold. 
That splendid bauble which the worthless seek ; 

For love's a passion that can ne'er be sold. 
And who exchanges it for wealth, vi weak. 



fie would approve her for her native worth, 
That shone indebted only to itself ; 

"Whose graces needed not the pride of birth, 
And gain'd a husband tho' unbought by pelf. 



h' • 
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For 'twere enough, tho' but a humble maid, 
Were she in manners and in thoughts refin'd ; 

like thee requiring no external aid, 

And stampt with semblance of thy matchless mind. 



There's not a gem so lucid and so sound. 
The brilliant produce of Brasilian mine. 

Bright as that maid, if such can still be found, 
Whose heart is lovely and as good as thine. 



Hence who could tell the raptures of a breast. 
That might thus melt to long and mutual love, 

And in one cherish'd woman, be possest 
Of bliss, such as Superior Beings prove ? 



And is there one whose bosom grows not warm, 
Rais'd by th' example of a faithful wife, 

To struggle better with the raging storm, 
And bid. defiance to the ills of life ? 



When sickness closes on his thorny path. 
Or prospects fail, or loss of fortune strips ; 

'Tis then she cheers him with her plighted faith, 
Clings, to his neck, and presses on his lips. 
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Or if his sad and sullen temper low'rs, 
There's not a sound so sweet as female voice, 

To soothe him in his solitary hours, 

And make the lorn despondent to rejoice. 



When he dissembles, that she may not feel, 
And struggles with his almost bursting sighs, 

Tis hers t' explore what he would most conceal, 
And with consoling words, to sympathise. 



But when the sunshine of his fortune smiles. 
She fondly shares it with the man she loves ; 

While nothing can so well reward his toils. 
As when his wife is happy and approves. 



Oh ! that I were attached to one like thee ! 

She would be here, my honour, and my pride : 
Her worth, her counsels, would be all to me, 

And I would own a woman for my guide. 



»ND OF CANTO VI* 
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CANTO VI. 



Overcoming the Fondness of Life, 



ss 



W^HO has not often up the neighb'ring steep 
Hurry'd to welcome the propitious gale, 

As sweeping o'er the surface of the deep, 
It bade th' expecting bark expand its sail ? 



For tho' he fears no dangers from the main, 
That soon shall waft him to more fruitful lands ; 

Say, does the hardy sailor feel no pain. 
As to the task he lends reluctant hands ? 
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Tis not for reason coldly to decide. 

When bursting passions have not time to cool ; 
The certain chance of profit is deny'd, 

And truth is stifled ^here the feelings rule. 



His bark is sailing to a better shore, 

And what he leaves are but resources scant ; 

And why should he this parting thus deplore, 
That will secure his future age from want ? 



Yet there is something that he leaves behind, 
Some scenes, tho' trifling, graven on his heart ; 

Some dear remembrance of the youthful mind ; — 
And were he man, could he unmov'd depart ? 



The scenes that saw his being's earliest dawn. 
He leaves, uncertain for how long he leaves ; 

Or thinks, perhaps, upon that village lawn, 
Where now for him some plighted maiden grieves. 



And is there one who moves in mortal shape. 
Who has not felt this anguish more or less? 

Twere more than human, if he could escape, 
The pang reluctant, and the heart's distress* 
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Who has not sigh'd, and look'd, and sigh'd again^ 
When led by fortune thro' the world to roam ? 

Or felt how dearest objects caus'd him pain. 
When pressing closely as he left his home ? 



Oh ! I have felt this ! none have felt it more. 
When thoughts on thoughts tumultuously have rush'd % 

And now I wish'd the rending parting o'er, 

Now lengthen'd it, then at my weakness blush'd. 



^ Reverse the image ; — call the picture man,- 
Call it a vessel with the sails unfurl'd, — 
Call it the voyage of om* narrow span, — 
And call the port a perishable world. 



Pursue the parallel ; — and call the gales, 
That prosperously blow, that latest breath. 

Which issues from the body ; — and the sails, 
A meet resemblance of the hour of death. 



Was ever found a mortal, who could think 
On such a voyage, and without dismay ? 

Who did not feel within, a something shrink 
From contemplation of that parting day ? 



I 
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But to the bad the harbour they have left. 

Afforded but eternity's dread verge, 
Where ev'n repentance, thro' Heav'n's vengeance, red 

Of its effects, seem'd in despair to merge. 



Their fate pursues them, like a furious gale, 
That drives fi-om anchor the unsteady bark 

To its destruction, when all prospects fail, 
But that of soon embaying in the dark. 



Whence there is no escaping ; or the wretch 
Finds but a change of horrors, as he drags 

His frame cast by the billows on the beach, 
Or is dash'd back, while clamb'ring up the crag». 



The best would make some longer stay, tho' short. 
And cling to life, when calFd on to depart ; 

The wish from earthly objects draws support, 
And with false reas'ning rivets here the heart. 



Tho' faith is certain in the Christian's breast. 
That death shall bear him to a blissful state; 

Yet still 'tis nat'ral, nor can be represt 
The wish to lengthen out his earthly date. 
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Tho' in the narrow path that he pursues, 
There is no sin but Mercy can atone. 

The sight is dazzled at the brightest views, 
And there is much that yet remains unknown. 



The sick'ning heart recoiling on the past, 
Feels an attachment to each earthly tie, 

Dwells on the scenes that long retained it fast 
With their endearments, and is loth to die. 



If this the frailty of the good and wise. 
And their affections are thus hard to wean 

From earthly objects, tho' they know their prize 
Is certain in the Spirits' world unseen : 



We cannot. Lady, blame the flesh was weak, 
When, as the Spirit in its hopes rejoic'd, 

A wish for longer life would sometimes break 
On thoughts absorbed in nearer.view of Christ. 



The apathy to life those mostly show. 

Whom guilt or misVy here has left forlorn; 

^Tis such are ready, and desire to go 

Far from the world s compassion and its scom< 
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But who, like thee, had ever much to lose. 
Nor yet to life has rather fondly clung ? i 

Nor felt, tho' death in milder form arose. 

Some short reluctance, tho' he knew it wrong I 



For who had ever more to leave behind. 
Yet who had ever more by death to gain ? 

Who ever did a happier wedlock find, 
Or spend so little of her course in vain ? 



But soon the nearer views of Heav'n subdu'd 
This worldly frailty, save one only care. 

That in the struggle feebly still withstood. 

Nor quite detach'd thee from this nether sphere. 



For 'twas a thought that mov'd thee to the last, 
And render d thee less eager to depart : 

The nuptial fondness glow'd, and held thee fast 
With gentle influence on the sick'ning heart. 



That care still rising, hover d in thy sight, 
And made again the time elaps'd to run ; 

Or led the thoughts to seasons of delight, 
That please in fancy, tho' for ever gone. 
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Twas then the scenes of young and happier life 
Dwelt on the accents of thy trembling voice ; 

How when combin'd the lover and the wife, 
The day was glad, and Heav'n approved thy choice 1 



This is the care which caution ill conceals, 
Long after other cares have been remov'd ; 

For Thou art still a woman, one who feels 
What 'tis to part from one so long belov'd. 



This was the only object that remain'd. 
To bind thy wishes to this earthly state ; 

But which were yielded soon, and scarce complained. 
That bitter was the pang to separate. 



For what a inis'ry to conclude a race. 
So long, so happy, and so good as this ! 

And leave a widow 'd mourner in its place, 
To feed on memory of departed bliss ! 



Lives there tho' strengthen'd by religious lore. 
Who could without a sigh such partner leave ? 

Nor wish, when life s last sand was running o'er. 
That Heav'n indulg'd him with a short reprieve t 
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The wish for such a cause not yet to die, 
Tho' it would bring the captive from exile, 

Is not condemn d; and the reluctant sigh, 
Ev'n Seraphs hear with an approving smile. 



And who is there, tho' not yet rudely torn 

From dearest objects, but would quickly meltt 

Or if he is already left forlorn. 

Can tell at parting what the pangs he felt I 



Twas at this parting that thy bosom bled ; 

(And plac'd like thee, I should have felt the same.) 
Hence, while I view thee on thy dying bed, 

That feeling claims my praises, not my blame. 



When as thy husband with affection strove. 
It made the parting but the more severe, 

Increas'd reluctance thus to leave a love. 
Which neither age nor sickness could impair. 



Meanwhile the silent but expressive glance 
Roird on him mildly from thy faded eye ; 

While knowing how it would his woes enhance. 
Thou strov st to hide the ill-dissembled sigh. 
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The life-blood stagnates and can scarcely flow, 
While nature's functions gradually cease ; 

Then ev'ry moment but defers the blow, 
While friends are praying for thy quick release. . 



Recumbent on its couch, the languid frame. 
Which rose with tott'ring steps, no longer stands ; 

Yet still thy voice calFd his endearing name, 

Who wept, and look'd, and grasp'd thy feeble hands 



No dire forebodings nor suspense impair 

That pious resignation of the good. 
Whose hopes are centred, where the virtuous share 

The glorious triumph of their Saviour's blood. 



But, oh ! to see a weeping husband grieve. 
Subdues thy courage, and annoys thy calm ; 

Tis this alone which makes thee loth to leave. 
And still divides thee with an inward qualm. 



Yet theise emotions to thyself confin'd, 

Rous'd not the feelings of his laboring breast ; 

No tears discovered weakness, and the mind 
Check'd its affliction, and his own represt. 

I 
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For thou xirould'st not disturb that peaceful goal. 
On scenes of bitter agony to dwell ; 

Or call the harrowing tumults of the soul. 
For an afflicting, not a last, farewell. 



Oh ! not a last farewell. — ^The righteous live, . 

And shall again triumphant meet in Heav'n, 
When from the stroke of death they shall revive. 

And ev'ry mortal sin shall be forgiven. 



This is the solace can alone appease 
The pang to leave this transitory earth ; 

Whence age can bear the pressure of disease, 
And wait with patience for the second birth. 



These were thy thoughts when not a sigh was heav'd^ 
And failing nature did so gently close, 

That tho' of motion and of life bereav'd, 

Thy frame still bore the semblance of reposeu 



Away, ye sceptics, — Can such goodness die, 
Compos'd to slumber in eternal sleep ? 

Can thus be dimm'd the lightning of thine eye, 
And cold oblivion o'er thy senses creep? • 
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(5an thus a Spirit be for ever lost, 
That blest with reason but an hour before, 

Thro' contemplation reach'd th' Angelic Host ? 
Can it thus, like the body, be no more ? 



Thy mental pow'rs surviv'd to latest age, 

Whose female charms with manly sense combin'd, 

Knew without youth or beauty, to engage 
With fascination strange the list'ning mind. 



Those pow'rs, as if they drew from sickness strength, 
Seem'd to contemn communion with decay, 

While waiting for the moment, which, at length 
Would ease thee from thy tenement of clay. 



The chain is loosen'd, and the captive fled. 
Thro' paths that human reason cannot trace, 

To seek a better mansion ; but not dead. 
As if united to the sluggish mass. 



Can such a Spirit perish in the change. 

When sinking nature dust to dust resolves? 

Does it not rather take a wider range. 

High as the Heav'ns, where orb on orb revolves ? 
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Will He, who pour d in Miltoh's soul sublime 
The wildly vast magnificence of thought, 

To fathom the abyss of space and time. 

Extinguish, and reduce that soul to nought ? 



Can Newton s mind, whose ardour of pursuit 
Trac'd nature's laws thro' yon' empyrean fields, 

Have been dissolved for ever, like the brute. 
Whose instinct to annihilation yields ? 



Is Porteus lost, who eloquently soar'd. 

And won the sceptic to the Christian name ? 

Or could a Hunter perish, who explor'd 
The secret wonders of the human firame I 



Be from us far the dead'ning impious lore. 
That mars what sages and what saints reveal ! 

That laughs at hopes for those who are no more. 
And feeling still for those who cannot feel ! 



Ev'n nature holds to man a glimm'ring light. 
To press still onwards, and to Heav*n aspire ; 

For tho' the body and the soul unite, 
The latter is not less ethereal fire. 
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But better hopes have chas'd the dubioils ray, 
Seal'd in the sufF'rings of Redeeming Love, 

Which tells us loudly in effulgent day, 
That dying man shall yet immortal prove. 



These were the hopes that cheer'd'^thy dying eyes, 
A pilgrim leaving her decay'd abode, 

To change the earthly for celestial joys. 
And rise triumphant to the throne of God. 



Like as the righteous died in ancient days, 

A hallow'd peace with thy departure blends ; 3 

The breath forsakes thee, but no mack displays 
The slightest struggle as its function ends. 



The soul retreats and seeks her native sphere, 
For leaving but an inert mass behind. 

It is not Thou o'er whom we sorrow here. 
But spoils without their agitating mind. ^ 



The good are happy in the thoughts of dying, 
The hands of fondest friends still feebly grasping. 

When looking upwards, and on Heav'n relying. 
They gently breathe their last without a gasping, 
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When ev'ry bosom is around them beating, 

And sorrows mix'd with Christian hopes deplore them. 

They are absorb'd in prospect of their meeting, 
With perfect Spirits that have gone before them. 



Not thus the wicked and the sceptic die, 
Whose apathy would fain dispel the gloom ; 

Thro' the belief eternal sleep is nigh. 
To rescue them from God's avenging doom. 



Or else their doubts are like that vulture's beak, 
Which pierc'd chain'd Tityus with rav'nous maw ; * 

And now, without a fable, seems to wreak 

Heav'ns vengeance down, and with disquiet gnaw. 



Thus, like that restless bird, remorse and fear 
Mix with the nothingness that .death affords ; 

And sullen and uneasy thoughts declare. 
The sceptic trusts not in the sophist's words. 



For worse than superstition are the pangs 
That tear up with compunctious visitings, 

When, as the mind in fluctuation hangs, 
It finds on ev'ry side but sharpest stings. 
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At length flies error, and the prospect opes. 
Which had been darkened by the misty haze ; 

Tlie eye expatiates but on vanish'd hopes, 
And sees the wand'ring of its dang'rous ways. 



Then of the Christian truth no doubt remains ; 

But time has been neglected, mercy lost, 
And death then threaten^; with those certain pains, 

Which once derided, are now dreaded most. 



Not with more awe the Lusian sailors shrunk. 
When by the high waves walk'd th' unsightly shape. 

Ghastly, and pale, with fierce eyes deeply sunk. 
Of the grim Giant of the cloud-capt Cape. ^ 



But Thou, the widow'd Mourner, bow'd to ground, 
Beneath the burden of affliction's cross, 

Is there no lenient balsam to be found. 
To solace an irreparable loss ? 



For that of worldly fortunes would be small, 
Time would forget them, patience would retrieve ; 

But when o'er such a wife thy sorrows fall. 
What compensation can the heart receive? 
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Her praises make thee but more keenly mourn, 
How for a cent'ry in the lapse of time, 

No woman like her may again be born, 
To spread her virtues in this Western Clime. 



But what, alas ! can human reason say ? 

The tenure was uncertain when 'twas giv'n ; 
Upon thy silent lips the finger lay, '^ 

In acquiescence to the will of Heav'n. 



This came to prove thee and thy soul detach. 
That it might have no longer ties below ; 

That fervent in its zeal, and on the watch. 
It should not be reluctant hence to go. 



Heav'n deems the good the fittest to be try'd. 
And makes their sorrows with their years increase ; 

Yet they submit witli patience to abide 
A life of sufif'rings, since they die in peace. 



Ev'n on that day that made her all thine own. 
And pledg'd to nuptial love thy mutual heart ; 

Think how it was in solemn words foreshown, 
That union has an end, which death can part. ^ 
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Think how religion yields its healing balm. 

And Heav'n inflicts but what we can endure; • 

Tis only thence thou canst derive that calm, 
Which shall relieve thy tumults, if not cure. 



Think of that sainted host that once were men, 
Thro' tribulations how their course was run, lo 

When in their toils they fainted not, and when 
They triumph'd o'er the flesh, and Heav'n was won. 



Their load it lightened, and it eas'd their yoke, ^i 
To think how soon their warfare would be closed ; 

Or deem'd it little to endure the stroke 
Of sharpest evils for the end propos'd. ^^ 



If thou art stricken like the good of old, 

Tis thine, like them, in humble hope to grieve : 

Read how EzekieFs glowing voice foretold, ^^ 
The wife, his eyes' desire, should die at eve. 



How was his anguish more than thine severe ! 

Wliom Heav'n commanded not to mourn the dead. 
To check the mild suflusion of a tear. 

And struggle with his feelings as they bled. 
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The loss accrues not to thy sainted wife ; 

Tis like lamenting that she gains release ; . 
Hers is the blessing of that endless life, 

Where worldly troubles are absorb'd in peace* 



And thinkest Thou, the wandVer who has sail'd 
From bleak and barren shores to better climes. 

To fare in plenty, could be now prevail'd 
To fix again 'mid scenes of earlier times ? 



The same the feelings of the human soul. 
When shaken off the flesh's cumb'rous load. 

It knows the blessing to have reach'd the goal. 
Far from the vileness of its late abode. 



Ev'n She^ whom thus we venerate and mourn, 
While the warm tear is trickling down thy cheek. 

If Heav'n allowed her, would not now return. 
Among a world like this her home to seek. 



Nor would She now forsake that Heav'nly band. 
That soars abstracted from terrestrial views ; 

And if a crown were projBT^r'd to her hand, 
She would the^perishable gift refuse. 



CANTO VII. 



I 



Criumpli of 0lb ^st. 



AN ELEGIAC POEM. 



CANTO VII. 



The Fragility of the Human Frame. 



How vain is reaBon, when involv'd in doubt, 
It scarcely dares to fluctuate with hopes ! 

When all around it, is past finding out. 
And the clouds thicken more, as error gropes ! 



Oh, there is light in reason ! but it takes 
A view on which our being dreads to dwell, 

And see its vileness, when the glimm'ring makes 
The darkness of the picture visible. 
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We are yet breathing, — and the curious thought 
Has leisure for the question, ' What is man, 

' That haughty being?' Tis a thiAg^ 6f nought, 
Whose life, when lengthen'd, reaches but a span. 



Tis but a reptile that is born to creep, 

And draw his sust nance from the scanty ground; 
Tis but a mould'ring corpse, from which a heap 

Of ashes only may next year be found. 



Tis a light insect, that, on gilded wing, 
Forgets it lately was a crawling worm ; 

Then swept from nature ere another spring, 
It leaves no vestige of its pristine form. 



Yet man forgets, or thinks not, while his pride 
Grasps at performance of immortal deeds. 

That Heav n forbids it, and that far and wide, 
Where laurels grew, shall spring oblivion's weeds; 



Ah ! what is glory ? Death in ambush lurks 
To stop the hero's progress, when not half 

Is yet completed of those itiighty wprks, 
Which prove as empty and as light as chaff. 
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There is a laurell'd tomfo in softer clitnes, 
But is it Virgil's ? all except his lay 

Has perish'd in the night of barb'rous times, 
And none can tell how much his ashes weigh. * 

Quick as the passing shadow, mortal^rise, ^ 
Or as the wind that whirls the scattered dust ; 

And when this offspring of corruption dies, 
We hide it from our horror and disgust. 



> 



Oh ! what is man ? when Israel's wisest Prince, 
Who thro' ambition's ev'ry path had run, 

Inspir'd himself, endeavours to convince. 
That all is vanity beneath the sun. 3 



The Christian only takes a better view, 
The picture varies in a diffVent light. 

And takes a colouring of brighter hue ; 

For Heav'n in mercy smiles, and all is right. 



Oh ! 'tis a being not for earth design'd. 

Whose nostrils by th* Almighty's breath were warm*d ;* 
In glowing vigour of immortal mind. 

But little lower than the angels form'd. ^ 



128 TRIUMPH OP Cahto Tlii 



f 

O Thou, thro* all a lengthened life approved, 
Whose name still calls the elegiac line, 

'Twas thus thy vigorous mind, and virtues lov'd 
To trace their kindred to a Urth divine. 



But since thou dwellest in a brighter sphere, 
Small is that portion which the world contaiins ! 

Which sprung! from Adam, Adam's doom must share, 
'Till all is wasted from thy dear remains. 



The Christian spirit takes a wider scope, 
And caring little for the breathless spoil. 

Leaves it to moulder in the certain hope, ^ 
That promised life shall on its slumbers smile. 



Yet conqu'ring nature, to its feelings true, 
Makes us, or softly on their ashes tread, 

Or shun the path, where are expos'd to view. 
The crumbling relics of the former dead. 



We love the turf that grows upon a grave. 
And thought associates with the bury'd bone^. 

Which as affection would from insult save. 
It mark'd the spot with rudely lettered stones. 
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Where the poor Camforian tends his meagre sheep> 
On barren mountains, I have often seen, 

A crowd at Easter come to think and weep, 
And plant the tombs with box's evergreen. '^ 



The grief is pleasing which the peasant feels, 
Who saws his parents' grave with choicest flow'rar, 

Who, when some respite from his toils he steals. 

Watches their growth^ and soothes his lonesome hours. 



And he, who lately joined in mutual love. 

Has lost his partner, views the shrub that grow* 

Where she lies buried, and is fond to provii 
Her beauty still is blooming^ in a rose. 



Some portion of her substance seems to dwell 
Within the blossom, and her lips so red 

Are in it glowing, and the fragrant smell 

Is like what sweetness from her breath' was shed, 



Where towering Alps have fenc'd the hardy Swiss, 
That child of nature with a scanty store, 

His country forms at home his highest bliss. 
Which, when long absent, he but.loves the more. 
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The smiles of royal promise fail to keep 
The wand'rer longing for his native air, 

Whose cot beneath the over-hanging steep. 
And lovely garden, have a sky so fair. < 



The mountain snovirs have melted, and the spring 
Invites the herdsmen from their v^^int'ry hearth, 

To drive their kine to upland vales, and sing 
The hoarsely uncouth lay of rustic mirth. ^ 



And yet how peacefully their dead repose ! 

How sadly solemn is the awful scene ! 
And how secluded ! which high walls inclose. 

And, not one footstep treads the heaving greeiu 



The gates creak on their hinges never, save 
To add another to the former dead : 

The living enter but to view the grave, 

Then slowly leave it, when their tears are shed. 



When the pale moon is shining, and no sound 
Is heard thro' midnight stillness, let me dwell 

Absorb'd in thinking on that hallow 'd ground. 
Where the tmf rises from the dust of Tell I 
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Oh ! what delicious pleasure, on the 6pot 
Where Necker lies, to muse on earthly things 1 

Who fled to Coppet for a humbler lot, 

And wept his greatness and the fall of kings. 



In vain do Pyramids their walls oppose. 
Where lie the mighty men of ancient days f 

The trav'ller forces thro', and darkling goes 
In chambers of inextricable maze. 



There Memphis had inwrapp'd with many a fold. 
In costly gums, her sons still undecay'd; 

But whom the Arab breaks for hidden gold, ^^ 
Or if found whole, are in Museums laid. 



Lo ! on that upland where th' embow'ring wood. 
Half of RestormeFs ivy'd ruin hides, 

And from a point surveys the winding flood. 
That gently thro' th' adjacent valley glides : 



Liv'd warrior Richard, once of high renown^ 

Who by the folly of ambition led, 
King of the Romans, grasp'd th' Imperial Crown^ 

Nor yet could fix it on his tott'ring head^ 
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Where does he lie ? In that monastic dome^ 

Where brambles grow, and nettles strew the groulid ; 

Kone can discover his dismantled tomb. 
Much less the ashes under can be found. 



Hence some will deem it bs deserving blame, 
To care for bodies death has hush'd to sleep'; 

For since they feel it not, 'tis all the same; 
If laid in earth, or tost about the deep. 



The same; if left to float in muddy slime, 
Or else to shriyel up in parching sand; it 

Or if by fire the bones resolve to lime. 
Or flying gases from the limbs expatid. 



Officious care will prove alike' in vain, 
Tho' it embalms and solders up in lead ; 

Another race those duties shall pi'ofkne, 
Purloin the metal, and the ashes sjpr^ad. i* 



Go, view that mounded barrow, whose green sdd 
Time had respected for some thousand years; 

The Antiquarian rakes the siacred clod. 
For teeth, for amber beads, and heads of spears. ^ 
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Is it not better 'mid a parent mold, 
Since -nothing can avert the gen'ral doom, 

To be resolved by the embraces' cold 
Of decomposing moisture in the tomb ? 



The tide of matter ever circles round ; 

The bury*d bodyj* that once fed on plants, 
Emits its vapours to r^aew the ground, 

And other stems arise for human wants. 



Skill'd in retreat, yet foremost of the brave, 
The " Soldier's Friend " fell on Corunna s field ? 

Yet in the weeds upon his hasty grave. 
Some atoms of Moore^s substance are conceal'd. 



Alas ! we know it, and those chemic truths, 
Thus out of season, need not guide my pen ; 

For such a science freezes, and not sooths. 
Those whom it teaches not to feel as men. 



A difi*'rent usage known in other lands, 
'Displays a feeling of a milder kind ; 

For gath nng relics with religious hands, 
It holds them as a sacred trust ^[ishrin'd. 
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Twag not at superstition's potent voice, 
(Tho' since abus'd,) that pious custom rose ; 

Twas mem'ry, love, and pity, made the choice. 
When seeking something that might ease their woes. 



They scorn'd that death their fondness should annuls 
For what was once the lodgement of the soul; 

Or feel no veneration for the skull. 

Whose nerves in section made the eye-balls roll. 



Tho' now this usage of our fathers fails. 
As weak and useless, yet let none deride. 

Ere they can prove a better lore prevails, 
Nor ths^t as great an error draws aside. 



They worshipp'd then those relics ; but we deem 
A corpse ev*n viler than the dust we tread : 

They did too much ; and in oppos'd extreme, 
We do too little to preserve the (lead. 



Yet some faint image has remained behind :-*- 
We love the staff with which a Shakspeare walk'd ; 

We value books to Milton read, when blind, 
And hail that qhair wh^re Newton ss^t and talk'd* 
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The skull of mighty Cromwell, which I saw, i* 
Was grown like iv'ry from the handling touch, 

When with these hands I pois'd in silent awe, 
One prais'd too little, or condemn'd too muclu 



That radiant ring upon her finger plac'd. 
So gaz'd on by yon' melancholy fair, 

Has not its value from the gems enchas'd, 
But from a mix'd and braided lock of hair. 



This tender relic of a lover slain, 

Was rescu'd, (and 'twas all his friends could do,) 
When dire destruction mow'd and mow 'd again, 

Her thousands on the field of Waterloo. 



Tho* with reluctance. Lady, we consign 
Thy breathless body to the clayey tomb. 

We save no pious relic to enshrine, 
like that lorn maiden who allays her gloom. 



The heartfelt grief of this surrounding crowd. 
The friends whom here no sordid interest calls, 

The wretched widow's wailings heard aloud. 
The tear that firom the old and orphan falls : 
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Be these thy tomb, which fix'd in gratcrfol hearts, 
Is more consoling than the marble bast \ 

That tomb whose f>raise is lasting, nor d^arts 
From the remembrance of thy hatlow'd dust. 



Who does not smile, when chissell'd Ai^els stand 
Belying tears for those who died mi wept ? 

For truth, indignant at the sculptor's hand. 
Tells that o'er which oblivion elsef had crept. 



They, lie beneath their narrow vaulted cells. 
Yet not one voice speaks to their ashes peace. 

And. not one thought on former goodness dwells.- 
But ah ! from censure let my numbers cease. 



For what low, sudden, melancholy sound. 
Like that of anguish and of sharpest pain. 

Which rises from some unexpected womid^ 
Swells on the gale, and interrupts the strain 1 



Hark! from the sylvan groves. Mount £dgecumbe*s pride, 
And Cornwall's glory, comes the sad report. 

And spreads the voice of lamentation wide. 
Of those who think and tell of Valletort. ^f^ 
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In new-bom promise of the fairest sparing, 
When aM is siniling, and deUghts us most, 

Who can behold a blossmn witiiering. 
That some chill night has nipp'd with killii^ frost? 



Or who can view the noble and the good, 
Of early wortfi and expectation rife. 

That best beseem the honours of his blood. 
Thus pine untimely in the bloom of life ? 



Ingenuous Youth ! 'tis pity sheds a tear. 
And not a flatt'rer who would pay his court ; 

For scarcely will this homage reach thine ear, 
Sigh'd at the name of ling'ring Valletort. 



To rank, to riches, and to honours born. 

And talents that might guide the public weal. 

Ah ! shalt Thou be so prematurely torn. 
While friends deplore thee, and ev*n strangers feel ? 



Thy Parent stands absorb'd in silent gloom, 

And ev'n thy country mourns its hopes destroyed ; — 

^nd yet could Heav'n avert the threatening doom, 
How nobly would thy efforts be employed I 
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A little longer in the Nation s cause^ 

And Senates would have listen'd to thy tongue ; . 
A little longer, and deserved applause 

Had prov'd the race whence Valletort was sprang. 



Thy lofty spirit would have been too proud 
To stoop to degradation, nothing loth, 

To profit by the vices of the crowd, 
And vilely buy the prostituted oath. 



For if ambition its supplies must draw 

From such a source, let the polluting taint 

Fall to some little dealer in the law, 

Whose easy conscience knows of no restraint. 



A little longer, and thy higher name 

Would show the splendour of thy fiiU career, 

Reflecting on each patriotic aim, 
The fost'ring bounty of a British Peer. 



Should sickness triumph, and thy prospects close 
Within the limits of the narrowest space, 

Thy gen'rous toils would sink in death's repose, 
And few would know thy undistinguish'd race. 
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How short ! how fleeting ! are our blessings lent, 
That mock our hopes, and vanish from our eyes ! 

And could not cruel death have been content 
iTo speed his arrow at some meaner prize? 



Some hireling treading in his patron's course ; 

Some courtier foremost of a. servile tribe; 
Some tool that wallow'd at the foulest source, 

And sold his vote and honour for a bribe. 



If such had died, their country might applaud, 
That it had seen their long expected fate ; 

And might without compassion, and unaw'd, 
Now trample on the objects of its hate. 



Yet tho' thy friends have stronger claims to grieve, 
Should'st Thou be rayish'd in thy brightest days ; 

Still, Noble Youth, disdain not to receive 
The sympathising verse a i^tranger pays. 



Oh ! that the Art of Healing might revive 
The listless languor of that deep-sunk eye ! 

Or nature's strength might struggle still, to drive 
The symptoms of that wasting atrophy I 
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For yet idiei'lirMtb is^ui voting on tiiy Kps, 
Aiid; there is yet a pulse- that feebly beats. 

And yet the patient from his cordial sips, 
And 'tisrbtit'slowly that the warmth retreats. 



Still life remains; and hopes, tho' hopeless, pi 
When making of our feelings bitter sport : 

For Thou raight'st yet escape the dire disease^ 
Adorn thy station, and foe Valletort. 



May the rough boatman, as along the shore 
He points where thy paternal dome appears, 

Rest for a while from tugging at his oar. 
Relate thy -illness, and then burst in tears ! 



Beneath Mount £dgecumbe's gloom of deepest shades, 

May none but pensive visitors resort. 
And thro' the windings of the op'ning glades, 

Sigh at the name of ling'ring Valletort ! 
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CANTO VIII. 



tCriumpfi of ©lb age. 



AN ELEGIAC POEM. 



CANTO VIII. 



The Funeral. 



Behold yon' Ash majestically tall, i 

Whose branches overlook these heaving heaps, 

Which while we tread, at ev'ry step recall. 

This mould had life thro' which the earthworm creeps. 



When spring returns, each renovated germ 
Is soon expanded into freshest leaves. 

Which flourish gaily till their fated term. 

When Autumn ripens them, and earth receives. 
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Thus with that Mansion's tenants it has fax'd, 
That lie£i,Q(ttitigu0iliE^to tttb&e aaiiaatofie^;. 

A race has past, another has appealer, 

And that which lives at present, quickly drops. 



Oft have they loiter'd by that stately trunk, 
Thinking on worldly schemes, or else they gave 

The hours to recreation ; till they sunk, 
And were upborne beside it to the grave. 



As it laments not those deceased, but shootii^ 
As deep a foliage still from ev'ry bough : 

So it will stand as firmly on its roots. 
Long after we are gone, as it does now. 



Yet tho' it sees the generations pass^ 
As if immortal^ 'mid those doom'd tx> deaths 

It shall be dry'd up like the annual grass, 
And cimmble like the s^^eletons ^ beneath* 



Ev'n earth is mortal like that mi^ty Asb^ 
Or man, whom it produces, then absorbs ; 

For it shall fall ia nature's general crash. 
From which shall rise yet uncreated: oribsi 
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These were the thoughts that came with sorrow mixt. 

As musing to myself in pensive mood 
And expectation, there my eyes were fixt, 

The first to see the fun'ral of the good. ^ 



Meanwhile I wajk on slowly, then retrace 

My footsteps winding thro' the Church-yard ways, 

So near the Mansion, that at ev'ry pace, 
The lawn its verdure and its Tree displays. 



A gath'ring crowd, whom the same .impulse draws 
To pay this their last homage, here attends ; 

A sight, which acting by the strangest cause. 
Consoles our unguish while it doubly rends. 



The morsing was so clouded, that it seem'd 
As corresponding to the awful scene ; 2 

For not a ray of solar brightness beam'd 
With wonted light on the reviving green. 



The Spring still loiter'd thro' a baffling train 
Of frequent tempests, and a sky that frown'd ; 

While April with its cold, ungenial rain, 
Check'd vegetation on the delug'd ground. 
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— Ah ! what is that which now is cany'd forth. 
And gives a spread to universal gloom ? 

Tis Thou, a lifeless Daughter of the earth, 
That If av'st a worldly for an earthy home. 



Welcome, O Daughter, whom we see once more, 
Tho' clos'd thy limbs within this sable bier ! 

Welcome, whom now there's leisure to deplore 
With the warm drops of many a gushing tear ! 



Welcome ! — ^Among the mourners let me go, 
That I may fondly view the last of Thee ; 

For mine is not that interested woe. 
Which men believe fictitious, when they see. 



In slow'procession as we move along, • 

■ 

How on the gale the solemn summons rolls I 
And is there one, the stoutest hearts among. 
Who is unmov'd ? for hark! again — ^it tolls. 



There are, whose only object is to gaze, 
And deem a fun'ral but a thing of ncmght, 

That is so frequent, that it cannot raise 

• 

Their meditation to a serious thought. 
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In some, the blunted feeling b imbib'd 

From frequent use, and viewing of the dead ; 

The callous heart in others, is ascrib'd 
To want of int rest in the sorrows shed. 



But nature triumphs in her lovelier form. 
And bids affected apathy recede ; 

The heart, so lately frozen, now is warm. 
And sympathising anguish makes it bleed. 



A nearer, deeper sound ! It strikes us home, 
As if it wam'd and bade us to attend : 

None know a fun'ral's awful, till they come 
To pay this last sad duty to a friend. 



Ev'n now we feel it, for who does not moiim, 
While memVy thinks on thy departed worth ? 

For this is woven with what's slowly borne, 
And is returning to its parent earth. 



We weep ; for reason yields us no relief. 
Its boasted precepts are unwise or weak ; 

And while we give indulgence to our grief, 
'Tis greater than the fault'ring tongue can speak. 
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Thou leav'st this world for ever ; but the bond 
Of mild affection still remains, and holds 

Such pow'rful influence, that we should despond. 
But for the promises that Heav'n unfolds. 



From loth'd corruption as a parent sprung, ^ 
This is the vileness of an earthly form ; 

But oh ! what better hopes to man belong, 
Than what he yields to feed his sister worm ! 



But, hark, again ! — 'Tis not the awful sounds. 
That thrill'd with horror, and invoked despair ; 

Oh ! 'tis a voice that mercy still abounds, 
And Man, tho' fallen, is his Maker's care. 



Oh ! 'tis a voice the Saviour is alive, * 

For those who love him, and in faith expire ; 

Like him immortal, that they shall revive, 

And with their flesh shall see him and admire. 



This hallow'd truth affords that milder light. 
Which soothes affliction with a hope divine ; 

This makes the darkness as the noon-day bright. 
And tells us not to murmur or repine. 
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Heav'n gives us blessings, and the same removes, 
When it accords with its mysterious way ; 

But still His name be blest, whose mercy proves 
Strength to the Christian on his closing day. ^ 



Tho' fading quickly as the opening flow'r, ^ 
That sheds its fragrance in the lap of spring, 

Man lives the being of his little hour, 
For ever rising, ever vanishing. 



And tho' a film bedims the mental eye, 
That owes its weakness to the form terrene ; 

Yet better life is promis'd from on High, 
And Faith lays open an immortal scene.' 



That Faith is precious to the dying just, 

And still increases. — Pausing, solemn, slow. 

What chilling voice commits the dust to dust. 
Triumphs o er reason, and augments our woe ? 



Xiives there a mortal of a heart so cold. 

Whose firmness was not soften'd and unmann'd ? 

For such were not a man, who could behold 
The agonising sight, and yet Wi(listand« 
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To human pride how humbling \ where so fresh 
Is heap'd this rankly saturated loam 

From wasted corpses, while for other flesh, 
The greedy earth still opes her parent womb. 



The oozing moisture of that deepen'd cave, 
Burst on the sight, and petrified with awe ;- 

Forbear ; — for who can think upon that grave, 
Nor yet recoil from telling what he saw ? 



Could one without emotion bear this shock, 
That melts to sorrow, and with horror chills, 

I should esteem him harder than the rock. 
Whose granite masses crown Cornubian hills. 



7 



Sore was the grief when on that dreaded brink. 
We crowded while the last sad rites were paid, 

And bending forwards, saw the coffin sink. 
And on the earth, the earthy slowly laid. 



/ 



We heard the rattling of the falling ground. 
Which pierc'd with anguish to the very core. 

While the struck bier returned a hollow sound ;- 
And yet we loiter'dVittl 'twas seen no more. 
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There were who struggled with that silent pang, 
Which sheds no tears, yet feels acuter woes ; 

These o'er the grave in fix'd amazement hang. 
And check the coming sigh before it rose. 



Yet many were who differently felt, 

For it was more than weaker frames could bear, 
Whose bursting floods of easing sorrow melt, 

And spread the soft contagion of a tear. 



For who, Dear Woman, but must needs bewail. 
When tortur'd thoughts upon themselves recoil, 

That all those charms of wit and virtue fail. 
Which animated once thy breathless spoil ? 



Tis but a day, since list ning friends among, 
Those undiminished eyes eclips'd the rest. 

While the mild converse of thy flowing tongue, 
The beauteous image of the soul exprest. 



How did that soul's example then confirm. 
Whose vigour long upheld the sinking clay, 

That we are destin'd for an endless term, 
And only yield the body to dep^y . 
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When short and flatt'ring prospects gleam'd in vain. 
And hope deceived, when ev*ry hope was past, * 

I sought thee in thy social hour again, 

And gain'd once more that pleasure. — 'Twas the last. 



'Twas then, while fixing eager looks on thee. 
The strong impressions which the mind received, 

I never shall forget ; and could it be 

That I had doubted, I had then bcliev'd. 



'Tis those impressions, which inspire and give 
The vivid glow of rapture, as I paint 

With strictest truth, one who has ceas'd to live 
In shape of woman, to become a saint. 



'Tis but a day. — Let silence veil the rest ; 

Those scenes that never, never shall return, 
When recollected by the troubled breast. 

Serve but to make it more severely mourn. 



Oh ! rather let us from these sorrows rise, 
To trace thy path beyond this closing grave, 

Where now enjoying the immortal prize, 
Thou own'st that Saviour who alone can save* 



C^KTorni. OLD AGE. 153 



Dear Woman ! Such no longer is thy name, 
But a Blest Spirit in the realms above, 

Where heav'nly choirs th' Atoning Lamb proclaimi 9 
In joyous symphonies of endless love. 



If happy Spirits are allow'd to know, 
(And 'tis the lore by sages often taught ;) 

The transitory things that pass below, 
And deem it still an interesting thought : 



Still, still, indulgent to thy sorrowing friends, 
Assist the holy and the firm belief. 

This shall be chang'd for life that never ends, 
And that of comforts, Jesus is the chief. 



Assist with faith, when reason cannot find 

By what mysterious pow*r, the grave preserves 

Unmix'd, the ashes to its womb consign'd. 

When solv'd the flesh, the muscles, and the nerves. 



And how not ev*n an atom of thy dust. 

Shall perish, ere the trumpet's blissful sound 

^hall bid the conquer'd grave resign its trust, 

And Thou shalt rise with youlh immortal crown'd. 
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Tyrants, how little c4n your dire decrees, 

Which. yield your victims to the murdVous hand! 

TVh66e dost you madly scatter to tfa^ breeze. 
Or pour it in the billows far from land. 



It soc^hes the Martyr at the blazing stake, 
Heav'n's promise to his ashes cannot err, 

Which Guardian Angels never shall forsake. 
Till ris'n in Ridley, or in Latimer. 



Since ashes are not lost, it mars the act 

Of those who would destroy them ; for the soul 

From ev'ry part shall bring them, and attract, 
As faithful as the Magnet to the Pole. 



Confirm the hope that we shall meet in Heav'n, 
Beyond the miseries of this sinful age. 

And glory's wreath unfading shall be giv'n. 
As ne^er was known in earthly pilgrimage. 



There is a thought that cheers us, bearing up 
Against the troubles in which life is placed. 

And pours a sweetness to disguise the cup. 
Whose wormwood w«re to5 bitter for the taste. 
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'Tis to be conscious^ that tho' death deprives, 
And leaves as darkling for a few short yearsl^ 

Each friend we naouni^ is happy, and survives, 
Whete we shall meet beyond this vale of tears ; 



That all we lo^e shall amply be restor'd, 

And M'^e shall view those who before our time. 

Living and dying faithful in the Lord, 
Had sprung in ev'ry age, and ev'ry clime. 



We too shall hail the Sages and the Bards, 
On whom the light of Nature dimly shone. 

For right conjecture, and whose high rewards 
Are such as Saints, Apostles, Martyrs, won. 



May thy example lead us, and survive, 

Like that of Spirits, who ere rais'd on High, 

Were righteous men, who teach us still to live 
In faith and fear, that like them we may die. <® 



How great the weaknesis of our wretched race. 
That draws infection from primeval fault ! 

Which, when unhelp'd by HeavVs preventing grace, 
Temptation conquers in the fierce "assault. 
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When faithless pleasure spreads her silken net, 
And folly smiles to call our steps aside ; 

When merg'd in worldly objects, all forget, 

How night shall close on labours misapply 'd : ^^ 



Let then thy influence show, severely kind, 
The narrow path thy hallow'd footsteps trod, 

To strike conviction on the wav'ring mind. 
And lead it back to mercy and to God. 



A dark ning cloud obscures our future date ; 

Tho' short, or long, that period must be near; 
Compared with endless ages, human fate 

When most delay'd, is but a moment here. 



For we shall wake right early, from this dream* 
Of life's delusions, and of hopes as vague ; 

From Death's destruction will the Lord redeem. 
And not repent, O Grave, to be thy plague. ^^ 



Meanwhile let Christian faith and hope increase. 
To ease the pangs that harrow us within ; 

Till from the load of flesh we gain release. 
From human weakness, and the pow'r of i^. 



Canto Tin. 
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Oh! may the moments that are plac'd between, 
And still encumber us with earthly things. 

Pass quickly on to that concluding scene, 
Where time is hurrying on his rapid wings ! * 



Then at the welcome summons, we shall go 
With ev'ry pang from ev'ry bosom driv'n ; 

And those who lov'd Thee here, again shall know 
The glory of thy Seraph form in Heav n. 



Then souls restored to freedom, from whose glance 
A thickening mist had kept the prospect back. 

Shall see Blest Spirits thro' the vast expanse, 
And hail Thee mixing in their radiant track. 



Then JHe, the chosen of thy wedded days. 
In health thy treasure, and thy love in death, 

Who lately on thy sickly couch would gaze. 

To catch the fault'ring voice, the gasping breath ; 



Shall, caird from anguish to the pitying sky. 
Renewed in deathless bloom of manly grace. 

View there the lustre of a brighter eye. 

Than e'er adom'd on earth thy youthful face: 
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What holy raptures shall your thoughts employ ! 

To contemplation what a boundless scope ! 
Such as the righteous only can enjoy, 

Such as the righteous only e'er can hope ! 



END OF CANTO VIII. 



NOTES. 
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NOTES TO CANTO I. 



JL HE following translation of the motto in the title page may not 
be unacceptable to some of my readers. 

Oh I fly my Sons, a sky serene. 

Nor seek for pastime on the green. 

Ah ! not a Son^^ for thou mAt urge 

With me a melancholy dirge ; 
^ Nor come, whera the inviting sound 

Of singing is with laughter found. 

It suits thee not to mix among 

The pleasures of a joyful throng -, 

For tnou art widow'd and forlorn. 
Like one in sable vestments doomM to mourn. 

And God forsakes at their departing hour* — 1. p. 4. 

Alluding to the well known ejaculation in our Burial Service. 
** Thou most worthy Judge eternal, suffer us not at our last hour, 
for any pains of death, to fall from the^" 

Who shrinks with horror at the hour of death. — 2, p. 5. 

The account of the execution of the murderers of M. Fualdes, 
at Albi, in France, June 3, 1818, confirms the remark in this 
stanza. ^^ Arrived at the place of execution, a momentary impulse 
of horror and alarm appeared to affect them, at the sight of the 
horrible preparation for punishments Jausiou first ascended the 
scaffold, with sufficient resignation Colard was borne, almost in 
agony^ and did not display, in hislast moments, the same energy 
be had manifested during the trial. Bastide followed them with 
firmness, and underwent his fate without complaining, &c." These 
men, notwithstanding their case had received the fullest investiga- 
tion, died with protestations of their innocence. This happens 
almost daily in the case of criminals, where there can be little or 
no doubt of their guilt ; and it is a very strange moral phenome- 
non. It ca^pot be possible that so many persons, in so many dif- 
ferent countries, and under so many different governments, should 
have been consigned by justice to unmerited destruction. It is a 
subject that might well employ the most experienced moralist. 
Hawkins Browne tells us, in nis Poem on the Immortality of th« 
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Soul, that this denial of criminals, at the hour of death, arises 
from the desire of lessening the disgrace \vhich is to attach to theii 
memories, and to their own families. 

'' Nonne videmus, uti convictus criminis, ipso 
'' Limine sub mortis, culpam tamen abneget omnem» 
'^ Mendax, ut stbi constet honos aique inteerafama f 
" Nempe animis haec insevit Natura Futun 
Indicia^ obscurasque notas ; hinc soUicita est mens 
De se posteritas qmd sentiat,** Lib. 1^. v. 148. 

I may add to this, that 'there is nothing extraordinaiy that a 
man, who has been guilty of any atrocious crime, shoula feel no 
hesitation, especially if he is impenitent, tp persist in falsehood to 
the last. 
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And view the scene of last eventful mom.'^S. p. 5. 

Mrs. Gilbert e^rpired between eight and nine o'clock in the 
morning of April 8, 1818. 

TA' ethereal spark is gone up whence it come.— 4. p. 5. 
Ecclesiastes. xii, 7. 

And crowns with victS't/y since to God it leads* — 5. p. 6. 
J. Cor. XV, 57. 

Not with more joy the captive leaves behind. — 6. p. 6. 

I am indebted for this idea to the following beautiful terzMo of 
Petrarch^ m his Triumph of Death, 

*' Che'n tutto quel mio passo er *io ipih. lieta 

*' Che qual d' esilio al W^ albergo riede ; 

'* Se non che mi stringea sol di te pieta.'* Capitcjo II. v, 73. 

Knows he is free ^ and that to die, is gain* — 7. p. 6. 
Fhilippians, L SI. 

For I am grateful ^ and as man J/ec/.—- 8. p. 7. 

It is the unrivalled merit of some, whiqh excites the epvy of 
others, who find themselves eclipsed on comparison; oxb^ Horace 
expresses himself, in Francis' translation, 

*' For he, who soars to an unwonted height, 

*' Oppressive dazzles with excess of light 

" The arts beneath him." Book ii. Ep. 1. 

Should any persons of that description have been thiis affected^ 
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towards Mrs, Gilbert, let us, by not answering them, refuse to as- 
sociate their names with her pious memory, which ought never to 
bef mentiiMied but in the language of regret and veneration. 

While at the heart the genial current Jlows. — 9. p. 9; 

*' Nee me meminisse pigebit Elisae, 
''Dum memor ipse mei, dum spiritus hos reget artus." 

Virg. Mn., lib. iv, 335. 

Lang as this hand can trace a measured line. — 10. p. 9. 
Psalm cxxxvii, v. 5. 

Vrom Raleigh'* s patriot fount his gentle blood. — 11. p. 10. 

The family are descended from Sir Walter Raleigh ; but th^ 
excellent Lady, here celebrated, had a much higher claim to res- 
pect than that of having been related either to a hero or a patriot. 

Within the circle of his little span. — 12. p. 11. 
fsBSmxxxix. 6. 



A boon in its attainment hard and rare* — 13. p. 11; 
Psahn xc, 10. 

Near to the limits of the farthest space. — 14. p. 11. 
Bfrs. Gilberi: was in her 75th year at the time of her death. 

Was Hie a garment thread-bare in its webb. — 15. p. 12. 

Applied here rather differently from what it is in" Psalm cii, v. 
1^^ — ^^ Yea, all of them shall wax old like a garment ; as a vesture 
fthalt tliou change them, and they shall be changed!" 

and presses to the mark 

Of its high calling.--l6. p. 14. Philippians iii, 14. 

For grace abundant heals the broken heart. — 17. p. 14. 
liuke iv, 18. 

'Twould rise on Seraph wings to be with Christ. — 18. p. 15« 
philippians i, S3. 

What can compensate for a soul thus lost .^-^19. p. 16* 
Jtfatthew xYi^ 26. 
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And ev^n in age retained the piercing eye. — 90. p. 16. 

A friend of the author saw the Great Frederic, at Berlin, about 
1780 ; he was then an old man, and had nothing remarkable in hii 
person, except the brilliancy of his eyes. 

At a like age, and thro* the same decay — 2h p. 17. 

Frederic was born in 1712^ and died in 1786, of a marasmus, 
or general decay of nature. 

Would rather muse o^er KosciusWs grarcy — 22. p. 18. 

The illustrious Kosciusko died an exile in Swisserland, whence 
his remains have lately been removed, and deposited amcmg the 
tombs of the Kings of Poland, at Cracow. 

Which, while their eyes are darkened with the shade 
Terrestrial, is deny^d in health to men. — 23. p. 19. 

AH poets, and even many divines, have supposed that persons 
at the point of death can see more clearly into futurity, than while 
they were in health. 

'* Namque ubi torpescunt artus, jam morte propinqui, 
" Acrior est acies turn mentis, et entheus arclor \ 
" Tempore non alio facundia suavior, atque 
'* Fatidics jam tum voces morientis ab ore." 

H. Browne^ De Iimn. Anim., lib. 1, v. 239. 

How long sleep lasted ere it closed in death. — 24i. p. 19. 

This is a fact. After a restless night this excellent person fell 
asleep ; she waked no more, but so easy was her departure, that 
her attendants could scarcely ascertain the precise moment when 
the breath forsook her. Petrarch describes the death of Laura io 
have happened in the same manner. Surely this is the death of 
the xight^us. 

Parea posar, come persona stanca. 
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" Quasi un dolce dormir ne* suoi begli occhi^ 



ndo lo spirto gia da lei diviso/ 

Tiionfo Delia Morte, Capitolo 1^ y, 170. 
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Grief loves that weepings whose indulgence brings 
Delicious pleasure to the feeling souly — 1. p. 23. 

^^ He excited the desire of lamentation," is the strong and em- 

Ehatical language of Homer on similar occasions. The passage 
e^ins at verse 507 of the last book of the Iliad, but Pope's trans- 
lation of it is very free. 

What if I see thee in that favorite room. — 2* p* 26. 

These, and the following nine stanzas, allude to some of her 
little, but striking and amiable peculiarities. The facts mentioned 
must be well known to every one who had the honour of her ac- 
quaintance. Nothing more evidently showed her partiality, than 
when she desired any person to draw his chair by her ; and when it 
•was one whom she favoured, she generally contrived that he should 
sit by her at table. The remaining stanzas contain a description 
of her sitting room, a spot endeared by her former conversation^ 
and now sacred to memory and to grief. The author will not con- 
ceal, that the first time he entered it after her decease, he ivas 
powerfully afiected, and that he has never been there since without 
feeling a vacuity, which nothing could supply, and without the 
excitement of recollections, which are necessarily painful. 

And with Platonic rapture still grow warm* — 3. p. 29. 
She is said to have been handsome in her youth; 

The animation that was all thine own. — 4. p. 31. 

This and the next stanza are an attempt to describe the appear- 
ance of that accomplished woman, in her old age. Her friends 
will acknowledge that the description is rather wlow than above 
the truth ; and strangers will admire a person, who, notwithstand- 
ing the loss of personal beauty, at her advanced period of life, 
had retained the rare secret of being interesting and appearing am- 
iable to the young. 

Thine was the radiance of those darting eyes. — 5. 31. 
It is almost impossible to do justice to the brightness of her 
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eyes ; for never did finer or more expressive add io the beauty and 
attractions of any female. 

" Questi son que' begli occhi che mi stanno 

" Sempre nel cor con le faviUe accese ; 

" Perca io di lor parlando non mi stanco.'* 

II Petraica, Sonetto lv. 

Tho' to the height of poeVs frenzi/ wrought. — 6. p. S2«' 

*'Thc Poet's eye, in a fine frenzy rolling, 

" Doth ^nce from heav*n to earth, from earth to heav'n ; 

" And as imagination bodies forth 

•* The form of things unknown, the Poet's pen 

*' Turns them to shape, and gives to airy nothing 

'^ A local habitation and a name." 

When at first sight thy kindness beamed on me. — 7. p. 3S« 

" Vive faville uscian de' duo bei lumi 

" Ver me si dolcemente folgorando, 

"E parte d' un cor saggio sospirando 

'* D*alta eloquenza si soavi fiumi ; 

*'Qual' ora a quel di torn* ripensando." Sonetto ccx^» 

From that time, till her death^ her eyes never looked on me but 
i¥ith kindness. 



That chastened elegance of dying bloom. — 8. p. 34. 

The lustre of her eyes remained unimpaired to the last, and ap- 
peared even more elegant and interesting^ when contrasted witji the 
increasing debility of her bodily frame. There was something, so 
mild, placid, and resigned in her expression, that it could not bat 
forcibly remind one, with what ease and happiness the Christian 
can exchange time for eternity, and, when on the brink of tha 
grave, already enjoy a foretaste of the joys of glorified Spiii|s. 

. That grief is impious^ when a friend is losty — 9. p^ 34. 

This alludes to the beautiful Collect in our Burial Serviqe^ which 
is borrowed from St. Paul. Thess. iv, 13, 14. 

Sad eyes more sparJclingy tho^ in Tuscan Song 

With zDreaths immortal by her Petrarch crown*d.AO. p. St. 

The Poems of Petrarch abound in descriptions of the qyyktilig 
eyes of Laura. 



4€ 



Ogni loco m' attrista^ ov* io non v^gio 
Que' begli occhi soavi^ 
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"Che pbrtano 1e chiavi 

'*De* miei dolci pensier mentr* a DIo piacque^ 

*'E perch^ '1 duro esiglio piii m' aggravi." Canzone viii, v. 3S* 

Sung hy her lover in Platonic strain^ — 11. p. 35. 

"TVainemi Amor' anni ventuno ardendo 

" Lieto nel foco, e nel duol pien di speme : 

'' Pbi che Madonna, e' 1 mio cor seco insieme 

*' Saliro al ciel, dieci altri anni piangendo.'* U Pelraif., S(m cccxn. 

Not mth more ardour did Alfieri climbs — 12. p. 35. 

This is an alliision to some very beautiful sonnets of the celebra- 
ted Count Alfieri, Tvhich were composed on the occasion of his 
visit (o Yancluse. 

Tfo that LiausTicuMi that ne^er was found 
Jn other parts of Britain^ s favoured Isle^ — 13. p. 36. 

I beg to i^fer the reader to the article Ligusticum^ in the £ncj« 
clopffidia Loildinensis, for an account of that rare plant. 

About the year 1780, Mr. Pennington recovered the Ligusticum, 
-whteh liad been lol^t for many years. Soon after Mrs. Gilbert's 
death I was favoured with a sight of a drawing of a specimen of 
Li^ttsticum, which was preserved in the British Museum* She 
haa received it as a present from Sir Joseph Banks, and the writ- 
ten description of the plant, at the bottom of the drawing, is sup- 
posed to be in his own hand. It was accompanied with a small 
inclosed memorandum, in Mrs. Gilbert's own hand writing. — Des- 
cription on the drawing. ^'Ligusticum Cornubiense, Linn.' "This 
plant may be distinguished From other umbelliferous ones by the 
radical leaves being deeply cut and jagged, the cauline leaves 
being almost entire, in some cases, probably, quite so, and the 
umbells of flowers, both at their origin and subdivision, being 
surrounded with small leaves called involucra. It was found ia 
Cornwall, several yedrs ago, by Mr. Stevens and Mr. Buddie ; a 
specimen of it is still preserved in the British Museum, but though 
it is described by most of the modern botanical writers, no one, 
since their time, has been able to find it growing there, or in any 
other part of Europe." 

Mrs. G's. Mem. " About the year 1780, William Pennington, 
£sqi^ discovered the Ligusticum near Bodmin, and sent many 
specfanens of il to Sir Joseph Banks»" 
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This year, 1818, the Li^usticum has been found growing in 
great abundance in the woods and gardens at Stepps, about a mile 
firom Bodmin, on the London road, and at another place called 
Margate Wood. The Garden at Stepps was, till very lately, a 
furze brake, and might, probably, have been the place where Dr. 
Withering discovered the Ligusticum, in 1793. It has been ob- 
served to grow more luxuriantly on newly broken and uncultivated 
grounds. Mr. J. C. Close, the proprietor of Stepps, an ingenious 
mechanician and a good mineralogist, intends to sow some patches 
with it, to ascertain how far cattle may be fond of it, and, in case 
of success, to introduce it as another artificial grass. 

I may be easily pardoned the verses on the Ligusticum, and this 
long accompanying note, when the reader is informed that Mrs. 
Gilbert was the favourite niece of Mr. Pennington, and the inheritor 
of his talents and fortune ; and that her worth and her accomplish- 
ments were of as rare an occurrence in this dissipated, unprinci- 
pled, and irreligious age, as the plant itself is among the products 
of the soil. 



'found the treasure here. — 14. p. 37. 



The pleasure of such a discovery may be well expressed in those 
exquisite verses of Delille, from the in Canto of his Poem on Pity. 

*' Avec moins de plaisir, les yeux d'un yoyageur, 
''Dans un desert onilant rencontrent une fleur ; 
*' Avec moins de transport, des flancs d*un roc aride^ 
*' L' oeil charm^ voit jaillir une source limpide.*' 



NOTES TO CANTO III. 



And pace it round this now deserted walk. — 1. P. 44. 

Most of my readers will perceive that the digression, with which 
this Third Canto begins, is a description of the Priory, Bodmin ; 
one of the favoured spote of Cornwall, for its natural fertility and 
scenery, but all the capabilities of which had been called forth by 
the taste^ and under the directions, of its late amiable owner. There 
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ig a walk round the lawn in front of the house, and of which she was 
particularly fond ; the two next stanzas relate to a large yenerable 
ash, growing in the middle of that lawn. 

Which lately bore thy passing obsequies. — 2. p. 46. 

Whoever knows the scenery described in this stanza, and ho- 
nouiB the. memory of departed virtue, cannot fail to participate 
largely in the feelings which agitated the author when he wrote it. 

A lamp that shanCd^ and that enlightened metiy — 3. p. 48. 
St. John's Gospel, v. 35, and Matthew, v. 16. 

The pious culture of thy early youth^ — 4, p. 48. 

She had a most excellent and pious father, the late Rev. 
Anthony Hosken, A. M., Vicar of Bodmin* 

For those whom age or their diseases sour^ 
Are wretched while they utter discontent, — 6. p. 52. 

Cicero De Senectute, Cap. in. I have imitated this passage of 
Cicero, because I fully coincide in his opinion. A bad temper 
aggravates the misery of old age, and it ought to be studiously 
avoided by every one who wishes to retain some degree of comfort 
to the latest period. W hen the mind can remain placid and re- 
signed, the faculties, from the very circumstance of that repose, 
become less likely to be impaired ; and thus the Christian is habi- 
tually reconciled to consider the close of old age, as the necessary 
course of nature, and as that path which will soon open to him the 
prospects of a better existence. 

And Masoh*s numbers glowed with gratitude. — 6. p. 54. 

Among the great number of eminent men, who have retained 
their faculties to a very advanced period of life, I have mentioned 
Mason. The allusion here is to a beautiful sonnet, which he wrote 
on completing his 71st year, and in which he acknowledges his 
gratitude to the Almighty, for the blessings of body and mind 
which'he then enjoyed. 

Johnson was conquered, and became less stern /— -7. p. 54. 

Nothing more is to be understood here, than that Mrs. G. had 
either enjoyed the acquaintance or correspondence of this, and the 
other celebrated men who are here mentioned. 
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^But eease^ O Labour j of the midmghi siraiuf^^. it. St. 

*' Alma felice, che sovente lorni 

''A coDsolar le mie ootti dolenti, 

" Con gli occhi tuoi, che morte non ha spend, 

** M^ 80Tia*l oiortal modo iaUi adomi." 

I] Petiarca, Son. ccx^r. 

Vie in the slumbers of a form decayed. — 9. p. 57. 
Cioero de Senectate, Cap. xx, 

*7W/ the next ete another toil renews y — 10. p. 58. 

Some years ago, when the Royal Family visited the late Bishop 
of Worcester, Dr. Ilurd, at Hartlebury Castle, he would not suN 
fer his regularity to be broken upon, but always retired jpreciaely 
^ten. 
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'ond some beUece^ 



That Spirits still may know the things on earth. — L P. 63. 

This is nol exactly the same as the Intercession of Saints among 
the Catholics. Many wise and good men have indulged in the 
hope, that our departed friends have still a consciousness of^ and 
are interested in, the things of this world ; and from the manner 
in which Mr. Addison treats the subject, in one of his Spectators, 
^ does not seem to be far bom that opinion. I hope that this di- 
gression on the love of praise, which opens this Canto, will not be 
unacceptable. It is well known to Mrs. Gilbert's friends, tbatj 
whether it be a virtue or a ^lii^, she was fond of praise. 

*' Ipaa ctiam eximue laadis ferrefaal amoie.'* Yiig. 

<' II tor s'^paga e gode 
''Del dolce suon della veiace lode." II Tasao, Caato v^ v. 104; 

The high example which nuf lays unfoUU^^S. p. 66. 

** Pftulum aepoltie distat inertia 
" Ceiata ?irtus ; non ega te meia 
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'^Chartis inornatum sileri, 

'* Totve tuos patiar labores, 
*? Impune, LoUi, carpere lividas 
f * Obliviones/' Hor., Lib. iv, Ode ix, v. S^. 

That it might prize and seek the better part. — 3. p. 67. 
Luke X, 42. 

With holy raptures viewed " the glorious sun " — 4. p. ,69. 

This stanza alludes to the death of Bishop Porteus, as related in 
his life by the Rev. R. Hodgson, p. 251. 

Valpt/j my countryman^ and more than friend, — 5. p. 72. 
The Rev. Dr. Valpy, D. D., Master of Reading School. 

*^ Tw better to deserve and miss reward^ 

^^ Than undeserving that reward to gainJ*^ — 6. p. 72. 

These lines are almost literally translated from Csunoens. 

*' Porque estas honras vans« esse ouro puro, 

" Verdadeiro valor non dam \ gente j 
*' MelhoT he. merecellos sem os ter, 

*' Que possuillos sent OS merecer,** 

Os Lusiadas, Canto ix, T. 741. 

Aj^favCd Cervantes bled and wrote in vain. — 7. p. 72. 

The life of Cervantes was almost as unfortunate as that of C^^ 
moens. He was wounded and taken prisoner at the battle of 
Lepanio, and was confined for debt when he wrote his Don 
Quikbte. See Don Quixote, Cap. xxxix. 

Thus Hooker " ate his bread in privacy ^^^ — 8. p. 73. 

It is thus that that truly great and good man expresses himself^ 
in a letter to Archbishop w'hitgift. ^^But, my Lord, I shall 
never be able to finish what I have begun," (meaning his work on 
Ecclesiastical Polity) ^^ unless I be removed into some quiet coun-* 
try parsonage, where I may see God^s blessings rise up and spring 
cut of my mother earth, and eat my own bread in peace and pn* 
t^acy.^^ See his Life in the Biographia Britannica. 

Who miss these objects of their nature*s aim. — 9. p. 75. 

Some years ago, as Buonaparte was travelling through Swisser* 
land^ he paid a visit to the celebrated Madame de Stael. AlEiter 
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she had entertained him for some time, and conducted him about 
the grounds of Coppet, and shewn him whatever else was worthy 
of attention, he sarcastically observed to her at parting : ^^ Mais, 
Madame, qui prend soin de vos enfans ? *' — The attention to do« 
mestic concerns is generally the most difficult accompUshment 
whidi a learned lady can acquire. 
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To make it feel the ravages of time. — 1. p. 84. 

Hawkins Browne, in his Latin Poem, on the Immortality of the 
sold, has beautifully described the vigour of the mental powers in 
old age. See Book ii, v. S71. 

Her warm description of unwedded love. — 2. p. 89. 

Pope's Eloisa to Abelard is certainly a very beautiful Poem, but 
its immoral tendency cannot bear to be examined. The celebrated 
passage, beginning at the 73d verse, is highly objectionable^ and 
ought to be seldom read, and never quoted. 

Thine were the words thai eas^d affidiofCs stroke.^, p. 90. 

This and the following five stanzas are founded on fitcts. When 
this amiable woman was nearly past all hopes of recovery, the au- 
tiior remarked, with admiration, her extreme concern for some 
■light indisposition of her husband^ and in which she seemed to 
forget her own precarious state. 

That thou should* st first ^ recalled to peaceful rest, 
Sleep in the cold embraces of the grave. — 4. p. 9S. 

Jt had long been the object of her prayers, that Heaven might 
recttl her first. The pious request was granted. 

Jt bade the summers rise to thirty five. — ^5. p. 92. 

^^ Thirt v«five years of uninterrupted happiness ! a long race, 
during which my husband has never given me one moment's un- 
cuNinoHH,** were (he words which she u^ to a firiend, on the last 
aunivorMury of her wedding day« 
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Death withered quicJcfy with malignant frown. — 6. f 93. 

The verses of Lord Byron, on the death of the Princess Char- 
lotte, have been deservedly admired. When lately looking over 
Delille's Poem on Imagination, I found some lines so strictly ap- 
plicable to the unfortunate Princess, that if there was not a cer- 
tainty io the contrary, they would seem to have been written on 
hier death. 

" L'Epoux pleure une spouse ; 
** Helas ! de leur bonheur la fortune jalouse, 
" A peine encor formes a bris^ leurs doux noeuds ; 
** Elle expire, et son fils, O destin malheureux ! 
** Ce fils a qui jamais ne sourira son p^re, 
** Meurt avant d*^tre n^, dans le sein de sa m^re ; 
**Tel le bouton naissant se fane avec la fleur." Chant, vii, p. 150. 

ffer Petrarch wander' don a distant shore. — 7. p. 93, 

The attachment of Petrarch to Laura has been consecrated by 
himself in the most elegant and pathetic strains of Tuscan Poetry. 
There was something particularly romantic in their passion, 
^^ Ch'adir, ed a pensar a molti ha dato." 

For Uis not all a widowed Russersfame, — 8. p. 95. 

Rachel, Lady Russel, was one of the most learned, virtuous, 
and celebrated women of her time, and yet not less remarkable for 
her misfortunes, and her fortitude and resignation tothe will of Hea- 
ven. She was the wife of Lord William Russel, who was be- 
headed in 1683, and her conduct, on that occasion, has fully en- 
titled her name to descend with honour to posterity. 

The death of a beloved husband was not the only private sorrow 
she had to encounter, for her only son, the Duke of Bedford, was 
carried o£F by the small pox, in the prime of life, and one of her 
two daughters, the Duchess of Rutland, died in child-bed. She 
died in 1723, at the advanced age of 87, after having enjoyed the 
friendship and correspondence of several of the most eminent men 
of her age. 

The mind is injured when it dwells on those^ 
Who make it callous ; — 9. p. 97. 

An acquaintance with the vice and misery of others has a ten- 
dency to render men callous to virtue^ and suspicious of their fel- 
low creatures. 
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Nor yet to Ufe has rather fondly clung. — 1. p. 110 

It is very natural, that those who have much to lose in this 
world, should feel some reluctance on quitting it. The Christian 
Religion a£Ford8 the only rational means, which can subdue this 
attachment, as it holds out encouragements of higher rewards than 
any which the world can bestow on its fevourites ; till the mind of 
Ihe good man is at length rendered placid and resigned, and he is 
eager to depart. 

And cold oblivion o'er thy senses creep ? — 2. p. 114. 

It is remarkable that the best and wisest men, in all ages and 
countries, have indulged in the pleasing hope of a future state ; 
while, on the other hand, those who have embraced the othbr side, 
have generally beai wicked and unprincipled in other lespeds, 
and, perhaps, only wrote so^ because they wished it tb be so. 

After so many great men, it cannot be expected that I should of- 
fer much that may be original on the subject. I wish these stanzas 
to be merely understood as an expression of my opinion and feel- 
ings, when I remarked, with admiration, how the vigour 6t our 
friend's intellect was perfectly unimpaired, when she was sl6wly 
sinking into the grave, and could hardly rise from her chair. Oi 
all the compositions, that have a bearing oA'thjs momentous 4tle8- 
tion, I never was more delighted with any, than witll' Addisdii's 
Paper on the Immortality of the Soul, and Mason's Elegy on' the 
death of Lady Coventry. 

A hallowed peace with thy departure blends; — 3. p. IIT*. 
Numbers, xxiii, 10. 

But spoils without their agitating mind. — 4. p. IIT*. 

*' In costor non hai tu ragione alcuna, 
** Ed in me poca, solo in questa spoglia.*' 

Trionfo Delia Morte, Cap. 1, v. 59. 

Which pierced chained Tityus with r acinous maw, '^. p. 118. 
The classical reader will perceive, that this is one of the argu- 
ments of Lucretius against superstition^ and which is here retorted 
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%pon infidelity itself; as, indeed, the uncertainty and restlessness 
of the latter are, perhaps, more distressing than the cr^uiity and 
the terrors of the former. 

" Sed Tityos nobis hie est ; in amore jaeentem 

" Quern volucres lacerant ; atque exest anxius aneor ; 

" Aut alia quavis scindant cuppedine eurae." Lu). iii, v. 1005. 

Tasso has the same idea about these internal vultures. 

'* Roso gli ^ il petto e lacerato il core 

" Dagl' interni avoltoj, sdegno e dolore." LaGer Canto x, v. 47. 

And it is to him that Gray seems to have been indebted for the 
«ame thought, in his Ode On a Distant Prospect of Eton College^ 

" These shall the fury passions tear, 

** The vultures of the mind, 
'* Disdainful anger, pallid fear, 

" And shame that skulks behind.*' 

Of the Grim Giant of the cloud-capt Cape. — 6. p. 119. 

^* Nam acabava, quando huma figura 
** Se nos mostra no ar, robusta e valida, 
*' De disforme, e grandissima estatura, 
*' O rosto carregado, a barba esquallida : 
*^ Os olhos encovados, e a postura 
** Medonha, e mk, e a cor terrena, e palida, 
*' Cheos de terra, e crespoB os cabellos^ 
** A boca negra^ os dentes amarellos." 

OsLusiadas. Canto T, ▼. 305. 

Upon thy silent lips the finger lay. — 7. p. 130. 
Job| jAj A» 

That union has an end, which death can part. — ^8. p. ISO. 

" So long as ye both shall live ; " and " till death us do part,'* 
are the solemn words of our Church in the Marriage Senrice. 

And Heaven inflicts but what we can endure.-^9. p. 12L 
James v, 11. 

Thro^ tribulations how their course was run. — 10. p. 121. 
Acts xiv, 23. 

Their load it lighten^ and it cas^d their yoke.^lh P. 121. 
Matthew x\y 28, 29, 30. 
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' Of sharpest nUs for the end propos'd.^-12. p. 121. • 

II Cor. iv, 17. 

Read how Ezekiers glowing voice foretold, — 13. v. 181. 
fzekiel, xxiv, 16, 17, 18. 



NOTES TO CANTO VII. 



And none can tell how much his ashes weigh. — I. p. 127. 

" Expende Annibalem : quot libras in duce summo 

** Invenies ? ^Mors sola fatetur^ 

" Quantula sint hominum curpuscula/' Javeoal. Sat x. 

Quick as the passing shadow^ mortals rise. — 8. p. 1S7. 
Jobxiv, 2. 

That all is vanity beneath the sun. — 3. p. 127. 
Ecclesiastes i, 2. 

Whose nostrils hy tW Almighty^ s breath were warm'dn-A. p. 127. 
Genesis ii, 7. 

But little lower than the Angels formed. — ^5. p* 127. 
Psalm viii, 5. 

Leaves it to moulder in the certain hopcy 

That promised life shall on its slumbers smile.-^. p. 128. 

Burial Service, " We commit his body to the ground^ lit sure 
and certain hope of the Resurrection to eternal life. 

And plant the tombs with box^s evergreen^ — 7. p. 129. 

There is something at once affectionate and romantic in thii 
custom of the Welsh. Some years a^o, during an excursion into the 
Principality, the writer of this note observed the graves thus adorned 
with flowers. It is common with the better sort of people to plant 
them with box, which they trim into a square^ so as to 



[r-: VJM I, 



^ 



NOTES. 177 



tombs. Warner has described this custom at full length in his 
Walks. 

And loveli/ garden^ haveasJci/sofair. — 8. p. 130. 

A Swiss officer, having requested permission to return to his na- 
tive country, was pressed by Louis AlV to remain in Paris ; to 
whom the veteran answered, with a great deal of characteristic 
simplicity : ^^ Ah, Sire, il fait si beau dans mon jardin." 



•and sing 



The hoarsely uncouth lay of rustic mirth. — ^9. p. 130. 

The day when the Swiss drive their cattle, in the Spring, to the 
summer pastures in the Alps, is observed with much festivity by 
the Villagers. The bull is made to lead the herd, and is load»i 
with all the implements of the dairy, while the cows are made to 
follow, adorned with flowers. A great part of the population at- 
tends on those occasions and sings the celebrated national air of 
the Ran% des Vachesy which is supposed to have originated with 
that festival. The words themselves have nothing striking ; but 
on the contrary are nothing but the patois, spoken in the Alps, a 
mixture of bad French and bad Italian. It would be, therefore^ 
absurd to supjpose that the air, in itself, could have such an effect 
on the Swiss Soldiers, when abroad, as to make them desert or pine 
to death. The true cause of this moral phenomenon is to be sought 
for in the association of ideas which it occasions, when it brings back 
to the recollection of the soldier this rustic festival, and all the scenes 
of those happy days which he has spent in his native mountains. 
The Swiss burying grounds are locked up, and as they are never 
opened but to receive some additional remains of mortality, that 
gives them an awful solemnity which cannot be found in any other 
country. 

But whom the Arab breaks for hidden gold. — 10. p. 131. 

It is a common complaint among travellers how difficult it is to 
get mummies perfect, and, at the same time, they attribute it to 
their being broken by the rapacious Arabs, in the hope of finding 
in them hidden treasures. 

Or else to shrivel up in parching sand. — 11. p. 132. 

Excessive heat has the effect of preventing decomposition, by 
drying up the juices ; and therefore the carcases of men and ani- 

V 
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mals, which die in the Arabian deserts, are eontracied and shri- 
velled up as described in this verse. 

Purloin the metal^ and the ashes spread. — 12. p. ISS. 

There are several instances where this has happoied, and one 
may fairly anticipate that, sooner or later, this will be die end of 

all leaden coffins. 

it 

The Antiquarian rakes the sacred cledy 

For teethyfor amber beads^ and heads of spears.'AS. p. 133. 

Where the dust has not lost its identity it can never be safe. I 
allude to the opening of barrows, principally on Salisbury Plain, 
where human remains, and various implements, have, after the 
lapse of at least two thousand years, been found surpriringly per- 
fect. This singular preservation is, perhaps, owing to the chalky 
soil. 

The skull of mighty Cromwetty which I saWy — 14. p. 135. 

There is part of a skull preserved in the Museum, at Oxford, 
which is said to have been that of Cromwell. Whether it is the 
true one, or not, I will not determine ; but the tradition is sufficient 
for the purposes of poetry. 

Of those who think and tell of Valletort. — 15. p. 136. 

William Richard, Viscount VaUetort, the eldest son of the Earl 
of Mount Edgcumbe. These verses were written but a few days 

Erevious to the lamented death of that youn^ Nobleman, which 
appened at Mount Edgcumbe, October 29 y 1818. 
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Behold yon^ Ash majestically tally — 1. p. 143. 

The proximity of Bodmin Priory to the Church-yard, voxy well 
admit of the supposition, that the Ash overshadows Uie graves. 
See also Canto iii| Note I. 
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The morning was so clouded^ that it seemed 
As corresponding to the awful scene. — 2. p. 146. 

This is an exact description of the morning on which Mrs. 
Gilbert was buried. She died on the 8th of April, 1818, and was 
buried on the 13th. It was a remarkably cold and wet spring. 

From lotK*d corruption as a parent sprung. — 3. p. 148. 
Job xvii, 14. 

Oh ! His a voice the Saviour is a/fr^,— 4. p. 148. 
Jobxix, 35. 

Strength to the Christian on his closing day, — ^5. p. 149. 
Job i, 21. 

Tho^ fading quicMi/ as the opening flow* r^ — 6. p. 149. 
Job xiv, 2. 

Whose granite masses crown Cornubian hiUs* — 7. p. 150. 

As some of my readers may not be acquainted with the locality 
of Bodmin, it may be proper to remark, that three of the principal 
granitic summits in Cornwall, Rough Tor, Brown Willy, and Hel- 
mentor, can be seen from the rising j^rounds adjoining the town. 
The last has supplied a great deal of the granite used in the con- 
struction of Waterloo Bridge. 

And hope deceiv^dj when eoWy hope was past. — 8. p. 152. 

For some weeks she appeared to be somewhat revived, and it 
was during that gleam of hope that the writer of this availed him- 
self of it to visit her again. She had a relapse, which rapidly 
hurried her to the grave, and he saw her no more. 

Where heavenly choirs tk* Atoning Lamb proclainiy-Q. p. 153. 
Rev. V, 12. 

In faith and fear ^ that like them we may die. — 10. p. 155, 
Heb. xii, 23. 

How night shall close on labours misapply^ d. — 11. p. 156. 
John ix, 4. 

And not repent y O Grave^ to be thy plague. — 12. p. 156. 
Iloseaxiii, 14. 
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CORRECTIONS. 



P. S7j 1* 9, read thus, 

'Tis like a dream's illusioni^ which forget 
The bitter feeling that annoy'd before. 

And hold awhile suspended my regret. 
As if unconscious that tltou wast no more. 

P. 64, 1. 1. 

Thy mind retained the vigour of its prime, 
"Which pleasing others, others lov*d to please. 

And when thy frame wat suffering mo6t from time. 
The mind upl|e}d it still, or gave it caie. 

P. 117, 1.7. 

The good are happy in the thoughts of dying, 
The hands of fondest friends still feebly pressing. 

When looking upwards, and gn Heav*n relying. 
Nor sighS) nor ttruggles render death distressing^ 



ERRATA. 



p. 19, 1. 4. For Terrestial read Terrestrial. 
P. 26, L 6, For beautoiu read beauteous. 
P. 36, I. 4. For and talk'd read to talk. 
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